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PREFACE. 


Though  it  he  dangerous  to  ralje  too  great  an  expeSfa^ 
tion,  efpecialiy  in  works  of  this  Nature^  where  we  are 
to  pleafe  an  unfatiahle  Audience,  yet  ’tis  reafonahle  t(r 
prejojfefs  them  in  favour  of  an  Author  ;  and  therefore 
both  the  Prologue  and  Epilogue  informed  you,  that  O^ipus  was 
the  mof  celebrated  Piece  of  all  Antiquity,  That  Sophocles,  not  on-  * 
ly  the  great efi  Wit,  but  one  of  the  greatefi  Men  in  Athens,  'made  it 
for  the  Stage,  at  the  Puhlick  Cofi  ;  and  that  it  had  the  Reputation  of 
being  his  Map: er-piece,  not  only  amongf  the  Seven  of  hH  which  are 
JliU  remaining,  but  of  the  greater  Number  which  are  perifh'd,  A- 
riftotle  has  more  than  once  admiPd  it\in  his  Book  of  Poetry;  Horace 
has  mentioned  it :  Lucullus,  Julius  C^far,  and  other  noble  Ro¬ 
mans,  written  on  the  fame  Subject,  thd  their  poems  are  wholly 

lofi;  but  SQnQC2il s  is  fill  preferv  d.  In  our  own  Age,  Corneille 
has  attempted  it,  and  it  appears  by  his  Preface,  with  great  fuccefs  : 
But  daudicious  Reader  will  eafily  obferve,  how  much  the  dopy  is  in-^ 
feriorhyihe  Original,  He  teUs  you  himfelf,  that  he  ows  a  great  part  ^ 
of  his  fuMs  to  the  happy  Epifode  ^/’The&us  and  Dirce ;  which  is  the 
fame  thi^,  as  if  we  fhould  acknowledge,  that  we  are  indebted  for 
our  good  fortune,  to  the  under^plct  of  Adraftus,  Eurydice,  and 
Creon.  Tkp  truth  is,  he' miferably  failed  in  the  Qhar alter  of  his 
Hero  :  if  heAefePd  that  O^di^MS  jhould  be  pitied,  he  jhould  have 
made  him  a  htter  man.  He  forgot  that  Sophocles  had  taken  care 

to  jhew  him  in  h{s  firp^entrance  a  juft,  a  merciful,  a  fuccefsful,  a 
Religious  Prince\arid  in  Jhort  a  Father  of  his  Country  :  inJiead  of 
thefe,  he  has  dram^im  fufpicious,  defigning,  more  anxious  of  keep^ 
ing  the  Theban  down,  than  folic  it  ous  for  the  fafety  of  his  People  : 
He&or  dhy  contemn* d  by  Dirce,  and  fcarce  maintaining 

a  fccond  part  in  his  o)^  Tradegy,  This  was  an  Error  in  thefirft 
Cone oH ion  5  and  therepre-  never  to  be  mended  in  the  fecondorthe 
third:  He  introduc'd agre^ter  Heroe  than  hirnfdf ;  for 

when  Thefe.us  was  once  \loere,  .that  Companion  of  Hercules  rnuft 
yield  to  none :  The  Poet  wap  ohligd  to  fur niftj  him  with  ^ujinefs,  to 
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make  him  an  Equif  txge  fuitalle  to  his  Dignitj  •  and  hj  following  him 
too  clofe,  to  lofe  his  other  King  of  Branford./;^  the  Crowd,  Seneca 
cn  the  other  fde,  as  if  there  were' no  fuch  thing  as  J^ature  to^ht  minded 
in  a  play,  is  always  running  after  j)om^ous  Exprejfions,  pointed  Sen^ 
tences,  ..  and  Philojophical  Notions,  more  f  roper  for  the  Studj  than  the 
Stage  :  The  French-man  followed  a  wrong  Scent ;  and  the  Roman 
was  ahfolutely  at  cold  Hunting.  All  we  cod d gather  out  of  Corneille, 
was.  that  an  Efifode  muft  he,  hut  not  his  way :  And  Seneca  frpplfd 
us  with  no  new  Hint,  hut  only  a  Relation  which  he  makes  of  y^^Tire- 
fizsraifing  the  Ghofi  ^Lajus,  which  is  here  performed  in  view  of  the 
Audience',  the  Rites  and  Ceremonies  fo  far  his,  as  he  agreed  with  An- 
iiquity,  and  the  Religion  of  the  Greeks  ;  hut  he  himfelf  was-  beholden 
to  HomerV  Tirefias  in  the  Odylles  for  fome  of  them  ;  and  the  reli 
have  been  coUecied  from  Heliodore’j  Echiopiques,  and'  LucanV 
Eridlho.  Sophocles,  indeed,  is  admirable  every  where ;  and  there~ 
fore  we  have  follow'^d  as  clofe  as  pojfihly  we  coud :  But  the  Athenian 
Theatre  f  whether  more  per  feci  than  ours,  is  not  now  disputed )  had  a 
TerfePlion  differing  from  ours,  Tou  fee  there  in  every  AB  a  Jingle 
Scene,  ( or  two  at  mofi  )  which  manage  the  Bujinefs  of  the  Play ;  and 
after  that  fucceeds  the  Chorus,  which  commonly  takes  up  more  Time 
in  ftnging.:  than  there  has  been  employ  d  in  fpeaking.  The  principal 
Perfon  appears  almoji  ccnflantly  through  the  Play ;  hut  the  inferior 
Parts  feldom  above  once  in  the  whole  Tragedy.  The  ConduT  of  our 
Stage  is  much  more  difficult,  where  we  are  ohligd  never  so  lofe  any 
conjidzrahle  Character  which  we  have  once  prcfenied.  Cujlom  like- 
wife  has  obtained,  that  we  musl  form  an  Und&-Plot  of  Second  Per-^ 
fons,  which  muji  he  depending  on  the  Firfi ;  and  their  Py-Wdks  muH 
he  like  thff  in  a  Labyrinth,  which  all  of ’em  lead  intt  the  great  Par¬ 
terre  ;  or  like  fo  many  feveral  Lodging-Chambers,  which  have  their 
Cut-lets  into  the  fame  Gallery.  Perhaps,  after  all,  if  we  coud  think 
fo,  the  ancient  Method,  as  "^tis  the  eajiefi^  is  alfo  tie  moft  natural^  and 
the  hefi :  For  Variety^  as  ’tis  manag’d,  is  too  ften  fubjeB  to  breed 
Diflraciion ;  drd  while  we  woud  pleafe  too  msfy  ways,  for  want  of 
Art  in  the  ConduPl,  we  pleafe  in  none.  But  have  given  you  more 
dreads  thm  was  neceffary  for  a  Preface ;  ajd for  ought  we  know,  may 
gain  no  more  by  our  InJl/uPlions,  than  tjat  politick  Nation  is  like  to 
do,  who  have  taught  their  Enemies  tgfight  fo  long,  ''that  at  lap  they 
a^e  in  a  Condition  to  invade  them,/ 


Drama- 


Dramatis 


Oedipus  '  • 
Adraftus  ' 
Creon 
Tirefias  : 
Hsmon 
Alcander 
Diodes 
Py  racmon 
Phorbas 
Dymas 
Algeon 
Gbo^  of  Lajus 


Air.  'Bftterton. 
.Mr,  Smith. 
Mr.  SanforJ. 
'h/lx.  Harris.: 
Mr.  Crosiy. 
'Mr.  JVilliams.. 
Mr.  Norris. 
Mr.  ‘Boman. 
Mr.  Gtlio/ 


Mr.  Williams.  - 


WOMEN. 


Jocafta  IS/ixs.  Betterton. 

Eurydice.  .  Mrs. 

Manto  '  Mrs.  Evans.  ■ 


Priefts,  Citizens,  Attendants,  ^c. 

S  C  E  N  E,.  WHEB  ES. 

\  ' 


PROLOGUE. 

T  7^  J Athens  the  Graecian  State  did  guide ^ 
Y  V  Giqqcq  gave  Laws  to  all  the  World  he^de. 

Then  Sophocles  with  Socrates  did fit. 

Supreme  in  Wifdom  one,  and  one  in  Wit : 

And  Wit  from  Wifdom  dijfer  d  not  in  thofe. 

But  as  ^twas  Sung  in  P^erfe,  or  faid  in  Profe» 

Then  Oedipus  on  Crowned  Theatres, 

Drew  all  admiring  Eyes  and  liftning  Ears ; 

*  The  pleased  Spe^ator  fimted  evrery  Line, 

The  Nohlefi,  Manliefi,  and  the  Befi  Defign  / 

And  every  Critick  of  each  learned  Age 
By  this  jufi  Model  has  reformed  the  Stage, 

Now,  Jhould  it  fail,  (as  Heav  n  avert  our  Fear  !  ), 

Damn  it  in  Silence,  left  the  World  Jhould  hear, 

'  For  were  it  known  this  Poem  did  not  pie afe, 

Tcu  might  fet  up  for  perfeB  Salvages  :  . 

Tour  Neighbours  riould  not  look  on  you  as  Men : 

But  think  the  Nation  all  turn’d  Pid^s  agen. 

Faith,  as  you  manage  Matters,  ’tis  not  fit 
Tou  Jhould  fufpe£i  your  fives  of  too  much  Wit, 

Drive  not  the  Jeft  too  far,  hut  fpare  this  Piece  : 

And,  for  this -once,  he  not  more  Wife  than  Greece. 

See  twice  !  Do  not  pell-mell  to  Damning  fall, 

Like  true  horn  Britains,  who  ne'*er  think  at  all : 

Pray  he  advis’d ;  and  though  at  Mons  you  won. 

On  pointed  Cannon  do  not  always  run. 

With  fome  refpeB  to  ancient  Wit  proceed ; 

Tou  take  the  four  fir  ft  Councils  for  your  Creed, 

But  when  you  lay  Tradition  wholly  hy. 

And  on  the  private  Spirit  alone  rely, 

Tou  'turn  Fanaticks  in  your  Poetry, 

If  notwit b ft anding  all  that  we  can  fay, 

.  Tou  needs  will  have  your  pen  worths  of  the  Play : 

And  come  refolv’d  to  Damn,  hecauf  you  pay. 

Record  it,  in  memorial  of  the  FaB, 

The firft  Play  hury’d fince  the  Woollen  Alt* 


OEDIPUS 


O  E 

. .  I  • 


ACT  I.  SCENE’  TM^j. 


'Ths  CHrtain  rifes  to  a  plaintive  Tune^  reprefming  the prefent  tondition  of 
Thebes  j  Dead  Bodies  appear. at  a  difiance  in  the  Streets Some  faintly 
go  over  th^  Stage^  others  drop. 

Dnter  Alcander^  Piocles,  Pyracmon. 

jilc.  yffEthinks  we  fband  on  Ruines^  Nature  (hakes 
1%  yi  About  us  *,  and  the  Univerfal  frame 
I  V I  So  loofe,  that  it  but  wants  another  pu(b 
^  To  leap  from  off  its  Hinges. 

Dioc.  No  Sun  to  chear  us ;  but  a  Bloody  Globe 
That  rowls  above  ^  a  bald  and  Beamlefs  Fire  ^ 

His  Face  o’re-grown  with  Scurf :  the  Sun’s  (ick  too  j 
Shortly  he’ll  &  an  Earth. 

Pyr.  Therefore  the  Seafons 
Lye  all  confus’d ;  and  by  the  Heaven’s  neglefted. 

Forget  themfelves :  Blind  Winter  meets  the  Summer 
In  his  Mid'way,  and,  feeing  not  his  Livery,,- 
Has  driv’n  him  headlong  back :  And  the  raw  damps 

With  flaggy  Wings  fly  heavily  about, 

Scattering  their  Peftikntiai  Colds ‘and  Rhumes 
Through  all  the  lazy  Air. 

^Ic-  Hence  Murrains  follow. 

On  bleating  Flocks,  arid  bn  the  IcfWing  Hetds : 

Atlaft,  the  Malady  ^ 

Grew  more  domeftick,  and  the  faithful  Dog 

Dy’d  at  his  Matter’s  jFeet. 

Dioc.  And  next  his  Matter : 

For  all  thole  Plagues  which  Earth  and  Air  had  brooded, 

Firft  on  inferiour  Creatures  try’d  their  force  j 
And  laft  they  feiz’d  on  Man. 

Pj^^d  then  a  thoufand  deaths  at  once  advanc’d,  ,  '  A  d 
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y'  '  ' 

And  every  Dart  took  place*,  all  was  fo  fuddeo. 

That  fcarce  a.  firft  Man  fell one  but  began 
To  wonder^  and  ftraight  fell  a  wonder  too^ 

A  third,  who  ftoop^d  to  raife  his  dying  Friend> 

Dropt^in  the  pious  Aft.  Heard  you  that  groan  ?  Z^roAn  within, 
Dioc.  A  Troop  of  Ghofts  took  flight  together  there; 

Now  Death’s  grown  riotous,  and  will  play  no  more  ^ 

For  (ingle  Stakes,  but  Families  and  Tribes; 

How  are  we'fure  we  breath  not  now  our  laft, 

And  that  next  minute. 

Our  Bodies  call:  into  fome  common  Pit, 

Shall  not  be  built  upon,  and  bverlaid 
By  half  a  people  ? 

j4lc.  There’s  a  Chain  of  Caules 
Link’d  to  EfFefts  \  invincible  Neceflity 
That  what  e’re  is,  could  not  but  fo  have  been  \ 

That’s  my  lecurity. 

r  “ 

To  them  Enter' Crcon> 

Creon.  So  had  it  need,  when  all  our  (treets  lye  cover’d 
With  dead  and  dying  Men, 

And  Earth  expofes  Bodies  on  the  Pavements 
Morc^than  (he  hides  in  Graves  1 
Betwixt  the  Bride  and  Bridegroom  have  I  feen 
The  Nuptial  Torch  do  common  offices 
Of  Marriage  and  of  Death, 

Dioc.  liow,  Oedipus^  - 

(If  he  return  from  War,  our  other  Plague) 

Will  fcarce  find  half  he  left,  to  grace  bis  Triumphs. 

Pyr.  A  feble  Pasan  will  be  fung  before  him.  ^  ^ 

^  jilc.  He  would  do  well  to  bring  the  Wives  and  Children  ^ 

Of  Conquer’d  ^rgians  to  renew  his  Thehes. 

Creon.  May  Funerals  meet  him  at  the  City  Gates 
With  their  detefted  Omen. 

Dioc.  Of  his  Children.  ^  ' 

Creon.  Nay,  though ,lhc  be  my  Sifter,  of  his  Wife. 

^  Ale.  Oh  that  our  might  once  again  behold 
A  Monarch  Theban  born  I 

Dioc.  We  might  have  had  one.  l  ' 

Yes,  had  the  people  pleas’d. 

Creon.  Come,  y’are  my  Friends ; 

The  Queen  my  Sifter,  after  LajHs'*s  death, 

Feard  to  lye  Angle  i  and  fupply’d  his  place  ^ 

With  a  young  Succeflbur. 
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Dioc,  H[«  much  rcfonbles  >  . ;  ^ 

Her  former  Husband  too. 
j4lc.  I  always  thought  fo. 

Pyr.  When  twenty  Wintci^s  more  have  gtiwlM  his  blach  Locks 
He  will  be  very  L^us, 

Crton,  So  he  will.  • 

Mean  time  ibe  Hands  provided  of  a  Lajus 
More  young  and  vigorous  too,  by  twenty  Springs. 

Thefe  Women  are  fuch  cunning  Purveyors ! 

-  Mark  where  thcit^  Appetites  have  once  been  pleas’d. 

The  fame  rcfemblance  in  a  younger  Lover 
Lies  brsoding  in  their  Fancies  the  fame  Pleafures, 

And  urges  their  remembrance  to  delire. 

Dioc.  Had  merit,  not  her  dotage,  been  confide r/d. 

Then  Creon  had  been  King  j  but  OedifHs.^ 

A  ftranger !  % 

Creon.  That  word  ftranger,  I  confefs 
Sounds  harftily  in  my  Ears. 

Dioc.  We  are  your  Creatures. 

The  people  prone,  as  in  all  general  ills, 

To  fiidden  change ;  the  King  in  Wars  abroad, 

T4ie  Queen  a  Woman,  weak  and  unregarded  y 
Enrydtce  the  Daughter  of  dead  tajus^ 

A  Princefs  young  and  beautious,  and  unmarried. 

Methinks  from  thefe  disjoynted  Propofitions 
Something  might  be  produc’d. 

Creon.  The  Gods  have  done 
Their  part,  by  fending  this  commodious  Plague, 

But  oh  the  Princefs !  her  hard  heart  is  fhut , 

By  Adamantine  Locks  againH  my  Love. 
j^lc.  Your  claim  to  her  is  ftrong;  you  are  betroth’d. 

Pyr.  Tru^ !  in  her  Nonage. 

But  that  let’s  remov’d. 

Vioc.  fhtard  the  Prince  of  your  Adrafihs^ 

Whenrhe  was  hoftagc  here - 

Ceron.  Oh  name  him  not !  tht  bane  of  all  my  hopes  ^ 

That  hot'brain’d,  head-long  Warriour,  has  the  Charms 
Of  youth,  and  fomewhat  of  a  Lucky  ralhnefs,  ^ 

Tp  pleafe  a  Woman  yet  more  Fool  than  he. 

That  thoughtlefs  Sex  is  caught  by  outward  form 
And  empty  noifc,  and  loves  it  felf  in  man. 

\Alc.  But  fince  the  War  broke  out  about  our  Frontiers 
He’s  now  a  Foe  to  Thebes. 

Creon.  But  is  not  fo  to  her  ^  feci  (he  appears  j 
Once  more  i’ll  prove  my  Fortune:  you  infinuate 
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ICind  thoughts  of  me  into  the  multitude  5 

Lay  load  upon  the.  Court  j  gull  ’em  with  freedom ; 

And  you  lhall  fee  tofs  their  Tails,  and  gad, 

As  if  the  Breeze' bad  ftung ’em. 

Dioc.  We’iJ  about  it.  ^Exeunt  Alcandcr,  Diodes,  Pyraemon. 

'  Enter  Eurydice. 

Creon.  Hail,  Royal  Inlaid  V  thou  bright  1 

A  lavifh  Planet  reign’d  when  thou  wert  born  ^ 

And  made  thee  of  fuch  kindred- mold  to  Heaven,  — 

Thou  feem’lt  more  Heaven’s  than  ours. 

Gaft  round  your  Eyes  *, 

Where  late'the  Streets  were  fo  thick  fown  with  Meii'j 
Like  Cadmus  Brood  they  juftled  for  the  palEge ; 

Now'look  for  thofe  ereded  heads,  and  fee ’em 
Like  Pebbles  paving  all  our  publicle  ways 
When  you  have  thought  on  this,  then  anfwer  me,  . 

If  thefe  be  hours,  of  Courtlhip  i — —  . 

Creon.  Yes,  they  are  j  -  . 

For  when  the  Gods  deftroy  lb  felt, ’tis  time  C 

We  ftiould  renew  the  Race.  .  •  '  T  , 

Euryd.  What,  in  the  midft  of  horror 
Creon,  Why  not  then  ? 

There’s  the  more  need  of  Comfort; - 
Euryd.  Impious 

Creon.  Vin]\i^  Eurydice  \  can  you  accufe  me 
Of  love,  which  is  Heaven’s  precept,  and  not  fear 
That  Vengeance,  which  you  fay  purfues  our  Crimes^ 

Should  reach  your  Perjuries  ? 

Efsryd.  Still  th’  old  Argument.  : 

I  bad  you  call  your  Eyes  on  other  Men,  / 

Nowcaft  ’em  on  yourfelf:  thinlt  what  you  arc. 

Creont  A  Man.  - 

•Euryd.  A  Man  •'  .  ' 

Creon.  Why  dOubt  you^^l’m  a  Man. 

Euryd.  ’Tis  well  you  tell  me  fo,  I  lliould  miftake  you 
For  any  other  part  o’th’  whole  Creation, 

Rather  than  think  you  Man :  hence  from  my  fight. 

Thou  poyfon  to  my  Eyes^ 

Creon.  ’Twas  you  firft  TOjfonM  mine  *,  aiid  yet  fncthinks| 
i'^Iy  Face  and  Perfon  fliou’d  not  make  you  fport. ■ 

£firyd.  You  force  me,  by  your  importunities,,  ^  s 
To  fhew  you  what  you  are. 

A  Prince,  who  loves  ybfr  ;  , 

And 
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And  fince  your  pride  provokes  me,  worth  your  love, 
Ev’n  at  his  higheft  value. 

^Eftryd,  Love  from  thee  I 
Why  love  renounc’d  thee  c’re  thou  faw’/l:  the  light : 
Nature  her  felf  ftart  back  whcn  thou  wcrt  bom, 

And  cry’d  the  work’s  not  mine-- 
The  Midwife  ftood  agaft  ^  and  when  fhe  faw 
Thy  Mountain  back,  and  thy  diftorted  legs,  l 
Thy  face  it  felf. 

Half-minted  with  the  Royal  ftamp  of  Man, 

And  half  o’recome  with  beaft,  ftood  doubting  long, 
Whofe  right  in  thee  were  more: 

And  knew  not  if  to  burn  thee  in  the  flames. 

Were  not  the  holier  work. 

Creon,  Am  I  to  blame,  if  Nature  threw  my  body 
In  fo  pervcrfe  a  mold  ?  yet  when  Ihe  caft 
Her  envious  hand  upon  my  fupple  joints. 

Unable  to  refill,  and  rumpled  ’em 
On  heaps  in  their  dark  lodging,  to  revenge 
Her  bungled  work,  Ihe  ftampt  my  mind  more  fair : 
And  as  from  Chaos,  huddled  and  deform’d. 

The  Gods  ftruck  fire,  and  lighted  up  the  Lamps 
That  beautifie  the  Sky,  foihe  inform’<J 
This  ill-fhap’t  Body  with  a  daring  Soul : 

And  making  lefs  than  Man,  Jhe  made  me  more. 

^  Eurid.  No,  thou  art  all  one  etrour  *,  Soul  and  Body  j 
■The  firft  young  tryal  of  fome  unskilled  Pow’r, 

.  R-ude  in  the  making  Art,  and  Ape  of  Jove. 

Thy  crooked  mind  within,  hunch’d  out  thy  back, 

And  wander’d  in  thy  limbs :  to  thy  own  kind 
Make  love,  if  thou  canft  find  it  in  the  World  *, 

And  feek  not  from  our  Sex  to  raifc  an  ofF-fpring, 
Which,  mingled  with  the  reft,  would  tempt  the  Gods 
To  cut  off  Humane  Kind. 

Creon,  No*,  let ’em  leave 
The  Argim  Prince  for  you :  that  Enemy  . 

Of  Thehes  has  made  you  falfe,  and  br^ak  the  Vows 
You  made  to  me. 

They  were  my  Mother’s  Vows, 

Made  when  I  was  at  Nurfe.  . 

Creon.  But  hear  me.  Maid; 

This  Blot  of  Nature,  4this  dcfbtrmM  loathed 
Is  Mailer  of  a  StVord^  to  reach  the  blood 
Of  your  young  fpoii  the' Gods fiae  wOtk,  ; 

And  ftab  you  ia  his  heart. 
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^  Enryd.  This  when  thou  doeit, 

Then  mayH:  thou  ftill  be  curs’d  with  Loving  me :  ^ 

And,  as  thou  art,  be  ftill  unpitied,  loath’d  •, 

And  let  his  Ghoft— — No,  let  his  Ghoft  have  reft  ; 

But  let  the  greatefti  fierceft,  fouleft  Fury^ 

Let  Oregon  haunt  himfelf.  —  {^Exit  Eurydice, 

Creon.  ’Tis true,  lam  .  \ 

What  file  has  told  me,  van  offence  to  fight ; 

My  body  opens  inward  to  my  Soul, 

And  lets  in  day  to  make  my  Vic,es  feen,  '  ^ 

By  all  difeerning  Eyes,  but  the  blind  vulgar.  ' 

I  muft  hafte  e’re  Oediyus 

To  fnatch  the  Crown  and  her ;  for  I  ftill  love  5 

But  love  with  malice  *,  as  an  angry  Cur  c 

Snarls  while  he  feeds,  fo  will  I  feize  and  ftanch 

The  hunger  of  my  love  on  this  proud  Beauty, 

And  leave  the  feraps  for  Slaves. ' 

Enter  Tirefias,  leaning  on  a  Staffs  and  ledhy  his  Daughter 

What  makes  this  blind  prophetick  Fool  abroad ! 

Wou’d  his  bad  him,  he’s  too  holy  ; 

For  Earth  and  me  *,  I’ll  fliun  his  walk  ^  and  feek 

My  popular  Friends.  .  Creon. 

Tirefias.  A  little  farther,  yet  a  further  j 
Thou  wretched  Daughter  of  a  dark  old  man. 

Conduct  my  weary  fteps  j  and  thou  who  l^eft 
For  me  and  for  thy  felf,  beware  thou  tread  not 

With  impious  fteps  upon  dead  Corps  - Now  ftay 

Methinks  1  draw  more  open,  vital  air. 

Where  are  we? 

Manto.  Under  Covert  of  a  wall  r  ‘ 

The  moft  frequented  once,  and  noify  part  j 

Of  now  midnight  filence  reigns  even  here;.  *• ; 

And  grafs  untrodden  fprings  beneath  our  feet. 

Tir.  If  there  be  nigh  this  place  a  Sunny  bank,  »  ' ", 

There  let  me  reft  a  while ;  a  Sunny  bank! 

Alas  how  can  it  be,  where  no  Sun  Ihines !  ;  ,  r  Z 

But  a  mm  winking  Taper  in  the  Skyes,  ^ 

That  nods,  and  fcarce  holds  up  his  drowzy  head 
To  glimmer-through  the  damps. 

Noifie  within,  follow^  follow, 

'  Creon,,  ' 

Hark !' a  tumultuous  Boife,;  and 
Thrice  eccho’d^ 
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Mm.  Fly^  the  tempeft  drives  this  way. 

Tir.  Whither  can  Age  and  Blindnefs  take  their  flight  ?  • . 

If  I  could  fly,  what  couM  I  fuffer  worfe,  i 
Secure  of  greater  111  1  XNq\[6  again.^  Creon,  Creort,  Creon, 

Creon,  Diodes,  Alcander,  Pyracmon  •,  foliomd  by  theCrojPd. 

.  V  '  '  ' 

Creon,  1  thank  ye.  Countrymen ;  but  ipuft  refufe 
The  honours  you  intend  me,  they’re  too  great  j 
And  I  am  too  unworthy  ^  think  agen. 

And  make  a  better  choice. 

1  Cit,  Think  twice !  1  ne’re  thought  twice  in  all  my  life: 

That’s  double  Work. 

2  Cit.  My  firft  word  is  always  my  fecond ;  and  therefore  I’ll  have 
No  fecond  word  ^  and  therefore  once  again  I  fay^  A  Creon. 

yill.  A  Creon^  a  Creon  a  Creon. 

Creon.  Yet  here  me,  Fellow  Citizens^ 

yDi'oc.  Fellow  Citizens  !*  there  was  a  word  of  kindnels. 

jilc.  When  did  Oedipus  falute  you  by  that  familiar  name  ?: 

1  Cit.  Never,  never  ^  he  was  too  proud.  /  ^ 

Creon.  Indeed  he  could  not,  for  he  was  a  ftranger : 

But  under  him  our  Thebes  is  half  dcftroyed.  -  - 

Forbid  it  Heav’n  the  refidue  ftiould  perilh^ 

Under  a  Theban  born.  ^  > 

’Tis  true,  the  <5ods  might  fend  this  Plague  among  you,  , 

Becaufe  a  ftranger  rul’d ;  but  what  of  that. 

Can  I  redrefs  it  now  ? 

3  Cit.  Yes,  you  or  none. 

’Tis  certain  that  the  Gods  are  angry  with  us  ^ 

Becaufe  he  Reigns. 

Creon.  Oedtpus  mzy  retmti:  you  may  be  ruin’d, 
f  Cit.  Nay,  if  that  be  the  matter,  we  are  ruin’d  already. 

2  Cit.  Half  of  us  that  are  here  prefent,  were  living  men  but^ 

Yefterday,  ard  wc  that  are  abfent  do  but  drop  and  drop, . 
Andnomanknows  whether  he  be  dead  or  living.  And  \ 

Therefore  while  we  are  found  and  well,  16t  us  fatisfie  our 
Confcienccs,  and  make  a  new  King. 

3  Cit.  Ha,  if  we  were  but  worthy  to  fw  another  Coronation^, 

And  then  if  we  mull  dye,,  we’ll  go  merrily  together. 

jill.  To  the  quellion,  to  the  queftion. 

I>ioc.  Arc  you  content,  Creon  ftiould  be  y^ur  King  f 
jill.  A  Creon^  a  Creop^  a  Creon.  ' 

Tir.  Hear  me,  ye  and  thou  hear  me,' 

1  Cit.  Who’s  that  would  be*  heard  *,  we’ll  hear  no  man ; 

We  can  fear ce  hear  one  another. . 
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Jjtr.  I  charge  you  by  the  Gods  to  hear  me. 

2  Cft.  -Ob,  ’tis  JpQlld*%  Prieft,  we  tnuft  hear  him  j  ’tis  the  old  blind 
Prophet  that  fees  all  things. 

3  C/>.  He  comes  from  the  Gods  too,  nnd  they  are  our  betters  j 
And  therefore  in  good  manners  we  muft  hear  him  s  Speak,  Prophet. 

2  Of.  For  coming  from  the  Gods,  that*s  no  great  matter, 

They  can  all  fay  that  *,  but  he’s  a  great  Scholar,  he  can  make 
Almanacks,  and  he  were  pul  to’t,  and  therefore  I  fay  hear  him. 

Tir.  When  angry  Heav’n  fcatters  its  plagues  among  you. 

Is  it  for  nought,  ycThebansl  aro the  Gods 
llnjuft  in  punifhing  ?  are  there  no  Crimes 
Which  pull  this  Vengeance  down  ?  . 

1  Cit.  Ves,  yes,  no  doubt  there  are  feme  Sins  ftirring  •' 

That  arc  the  caUfe  of  all. 

,  3  C/f.  Yes  there  are  Sins ;  or  we  fliould  have  no  Taxes. 

2  Cit.  For  my  part  I  can  fpeak  it  with  a  fafe  Confcience, 

I  ne’re  fin’d  in  all  xny  life. 

1  Cit.  Nor  I.  ■; 

3  Cit.  Nor  I, 

Tr'Cit.  Then  we  are  all  juftified,  the  Sin  lies  not  at  our  doors. 

Tir.  All  juftified  alike,  and  yet  all  guilty. 

Were  every  Man’s  falfe  dealing  brought  to  light. 

His  Envy,  Malice,  Lying,  Perjuries, 

His  Weights  and  Meafures,  th’  other  Man’s  Extortions,  ^ 

With  what  Face  could  you  tell  ofiended  Heav’n 
You  had  not  fin’d  ? 

2  Of.  Nay,  if  thefe  be  fins,  the  cafe  is  alter’d :  for  my  part  I  never 
Thought  any  thing  but  Murder  had  been  a  fin. 

Ttr.  And  yet,  as  if  all  thefe  were  lefs  than  nothing, 

You  add  Rebellion  to ’em ;  impious 
Have  you  not  fworn  before  the, Gods  to  ferve 
And  to  obey  this  Oedipui;.  "your  King 

By  publick  voice  elected  ?  anfwer  me,  .  ^ 

If  this  be  true  ? 

2  Of.  This  is  true  j  but  it’s  a  hard  World  Neighbours, 

If  a  Man’s  Oath  muft  be  his  Matter.  .  *’  % 

Creon.  Speak  *,  all  goes  wrong;  ^ 

Dw.  How  are  you  Tray tors^  Countrymen  of 
This  holy  Sir,  who  prelies  you  with  Oaths,. 

Forgets  your  firft^  were  you  not  fworn  before 
To  Lajhs  and  his  Blood  ? 
jill.  Wewerey  we  were.  - 

While  has  a  lawful  Succeflbr,  : 

Your  firft  Oath  ftill  n^dli  bind  r 

Is  Heir  to  Lajtis  ^  let  her  marry^iCreow: :  v . :  . .  u  ,  - 

Ottended 
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Offended  Heav’a  will  never  be  appeas’d 
While  OedipHs  pollutes  the  Throne  of  Lajtts^ 

A  ftranger  to  his  Blood. 

^U.  We’ll  no  Oedipus,  no  Oedipus. 

He  puts  the  Prophet  in  a  Moufe-hole.  - 
2  Cit.  \  knew  it  wou’d  be  fo  ^  the  laft  man  ever  fpeaks  the  beff  reafon. 
Tir,  Can  benefits  thus  dye,  ungrateful  Thebans  1 
Remember  yet,  when,  after  Lajus\  death. 

The  Monfter  Sphynx  laid  your  rich  Country  wafte. 

Your  Vinyards  fpoii’d,  your  labouring  Oxen  flew, 

Your  felves  for  fear  mew’d  up  within  your  Walks, 

She,  taller  than  your  Gates,  o’re-look’d  your  Town ^ 

Bat  when  fhe  rais’d  her  Bulk  to.  fail  above  you. 

She  drove  the  Air  around  her  like  a  Whirlwind, 

And  (haded  all  beneath  j  till  Hooping  down. 

She  dapp’d  her  leathern  wing  againft  your  TowVs, 

And  thruff  out  her  long  neck,  ev’n  to  your  doors. 

Dice.  jilc.  Pyr.  We’ll  hear  hd  more.  ^ 

T#>.  You  durft  not  meetin  Temples 
T’invoke  the.  Gods  for  aid,  the  proudeft  he 
Who  leads,  you  now,  then  crow’d  like  a  dar’d  Lark^ 

This  Creon  (hook  for  fear, 

The  blood  of  cruddled  in  his  Veins : 

Till  Oedipus  arriv’d, 

Gall’d  by  his  own  high  couragfc  and  the  Gods,  - 

Himfelf  to  you  a  God :  ye  oiFer’d  him 

Your  Qpeen,  and  Crown  j  (but  what  was  then  your  Crown !) . 

And  Heav’n  authoriz’d  it  by  his  fuccefs :  ' 

Speak  then,  who  is  your  lawful  King?  .  * 

*Tis  Oedipus. 

Then.  Oedipus  Indeed  your  King  more  lawful 
That  yet  you  dream  :  for  fomething  ftill  there  lyes  ■ 

In  Heav’n’s  dark  Volume,  which  I  read  through  mifts : 

>Tis  great,  prodigious ;  ’tis  a  dreadful  birth 
Of  wondrous  Fate  5  and  now,  juft  now  difclofing. 

J  fee,  I  fee  1  how  terrible  it  dawnr 
And  my  Soul  fickens  with  it. 

1  0>.  How  the  God  (hakes  him  ? 

Tir.  He  comes !  he  comes !  Vidory  /  Go'nqueft !  Triumph  I 
But  oh !  Guiltlels  and  Guilty :  Murder !  Parricide  ' 

Inceft  *,  Difeovery  •'  Puniihuaent^— ended,  - 

Amd  all  your  luffcrings  o’re*  ~  ^ 
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A  Trumpet  within Enter  ^ 

Hem,  Rouze  up  ye  TifitkanJ  *,  tune  your  lo  Pms, 

Your  King  returns  ^  t\{QArgians^  are  oVc- come  j  . 

Their  Warlike  Prince  in  fingle  Combat  taken. 

And  led  in  Bands  by  »God*like  OedipHs. 

All,  OedipHS,  Oedipnsy  Oedipus. 

Creon.  Furies  confpund  his  Fortune! - -  L^fide. 

'Hafte,  all  hafte ;  ^  [To  them. 

And  meet  with  Bleflings  our  Vidor ious  King  j 
Decree  ProcelTions*,  bid  new  Holy-days ; 

Crown  all  the  Statues  6f  our  Gods  with  Garlands  *,  , 

And  raife  a  Brazen  CoUumn,  thus  infcrib’d,  .  * 

To  Oedipus  now  twice  a  Conquerour ;  Deliverer  of  his  Thebes. 

Truft  me,  I  weep  for  joy  to  fee  this  day. 

Tir.  Yes,  Heav’n  knows  why  thou  weep’ft^ - go,  Countrymen, 

And,  as  you  us’d  to  fupplicate  your  Gods— — i 
So  meet  your  King,  with  Bayes,  and  Olive-Branchey: 

.Bow  down,  and  topch  his  Knees,  and  beg  from  him 
An  end  of  all  your  Wofs  j  for  only  he 

Can  give  it  you.  .  [Ex,  the  People  following. 

Enter  in  Triumph'^  Adraftus  *,  Dymas,  Train. 

Creon.  AW  h^il^  grtsttOediptis  \ 

Thou  mighty  Conquerour,  hail ;  welcome  to, 

To  thy  own  Thebes  ;  to  all  that’s  left  of  Thebes :  ^ 

For  half  thy  Citizens  are  fwept  away,  > 

And  wanting  to  thy  Triumphs ; 

And  we  the  happy  remnant,  only  live 
To  welcome  thee,  and  dye. 

Oedipus.  tIius  pleafure  riever  comes  fincere  to  man  *, 

But  lent  by  Heaven  upqn  hard  Ufury  ^ 

And  while  Jove  holds  us  out^he  Bowl  of  Joy, 

E’re  it  can  reach  our  Lips  it’s  dafht  with  Gall 
By  fomc  left-handed  God.  O  mournful  Triumph ! 

O  Conqueft  gain’d  abroad,  and  loft  at  home  ! 

O now  rejoyce,  for  lyes  low  i 

Thy  flaughter’d  Sons'now  fmile,  and  think  they  won. 

When  they  can  count  moreTk^<««  Ghofts  than  theirs.  '  * 

Adraft.  No;  mourns  with you  temper’d  (b 
Your  Courage  while  you  fought,  that  Mercy  feem’d 
The  Manlier  Virtue,  and  much  more  prevail’d :  -  n 

JVhiic  Argos  is  a  People,  think  your  Thebes 

Can 
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Caa  never  watlli  for  Subfedls :  Every  Nation 
Win  crowd  to  ferve  where  Oedifus  commands. 

Creon  to  Ham,  How  mean  it  (hews  to  fawn  upon  the  Victor ! 

Ham,  Had  you  beheld  him  fight,  you  had  faid  other  wife ; 

Come,  ’tis  brave  bearing  in  him,  not  to  envy 
Superiouf  Virtue. 

Oed.  This  indeed  is  Conqueft, 

To  gain  a  Friend  like  you :  Why  were  we  Foes  ? 

Mrafi.  ’Gaufe  we  were  Kings,  and  each  difdain’d  an  equal. 

I  fought  to  have  it  in  ray  power  to  do 

What  thou  haft  d®n€  ^  and  fdto  ufe  my  Conqueft  j 

To  fliew  thee.  Honour  was  my  only  Motive, 

Know  this,  that  were  My  Army  at  thy  Gates, 

And  Thehes  thus  wafte,  1  would  not  take  the  Gift^  r 

Which,  like  a  Toy,  dropt  from  the  hands  of  Fortune, 

Lay  for  the  next  chance-comer, 

Oed.  Embracing.  No  more  Captive, 

But  Brother  of  the  War :  ’Tis  much  more  pleafant. 

And  fafer,  truft  me,  thus  to  meet  thy  Love, 

Than  when  hard  Gantlets  clench’d  our  Warlike  Hands, 

And  kept  ’em  from  foft  ufe. 
jidr.  My  Gonquerour. 

0:d  My  Friend !  that  other  name  keeps  Enmity  alive. 

Rnt  longer  to  detain  thee  were  a  Crime  j 
To  love,  and  to  Emydice.^  go  free^ 

Such  welcome  as  a  ruin’d  Town  can  give 
Exped  from  me  ;  the  reft  let  her  fupply. 

■ridr.  I  go  without  a  blufli,  though  conquer’d  twice, 

By  you  and  by  my  Princefs^ 

Creon  afide.  Then  1  am  Conquer’d  thrice  •,  by  Oedifnsj 
And  her,  and  ev’n  by  him,  the  Slave  of  both  : 

Gods,  I’m  beholding  to  you,  for  making  me  your  Image, 

Wou'd  1  cou’d  make  you  mine.  Creon^ 

Enter  the  People  with  Branches  in  their  hands^  holding  them 
and  kneeling :  Two  Pr lefts  before  them. 

OedtpHs.  Alas,  my  People ! 

What  means  this  fpeechlefs  forrow,  down  caft.  eyes,  ; 

And  lifted  hands !  If  there  be  one  among  you 
Whom  grief  has  left  a  Tongue,  fpeak  for  the  reft. 

i  Pr.  O  Father  of  thy  Country  ! 

To  thee  thefe  knees  are  bent,  thefc  Eyes  are  lifted. 

As  tp  a  yifible  Divinity. 

A  Prince  on  whom  Heav’n  fafely  might  repofe 
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The  bufinefs  of  Mankind for  Providence 
Might  on  'thy  bofotne  fleep  feeure. 

And  leave  her  tisk  to  thee. 

But  where’s  the  Glory  of  thy  former  adts  ? 

Ev’n  that’s  deftroy’d  when  none  fhall  live  to  fpeak  it. 
Millions  of  Subjeds  flialc  t'hou  have  *,  but  mute. 

A  people  of  the  dead^  a  crowded  defart. 

A  Midnight  filence  at  the  noon  of  day. 

Oed.  O  were  our  Gods  as  ready  with  their  pity,. 

As  1  with  mine,  this  prefence  Ihou’d  be  throng’d  ^ 
With  all  I  left  alive  ^  and  my  fad  eyes 
Not  fearch  in  vain  for  friends,  whofc  promis’d  fight 
flatter’d  my  toy  Is  of  War.^ 

1  Pr.  Twice  our  deliverer. 

Osd.  Nor  are  now  your  vows 

Addreft  to  one  who  fleeps  ;  ' 

When  this  unwelcome  news  firll:  reach’d  my  ears, 

Dymas  was  Tent  to  Delyhos  to  enquire 
The  Caufe  and  Cure  of  this  contagious  III : 

And  is  this  day  return’d  :  but  fince  his  meflage 
Concerns  the  publick,  I  refus’d  to  hear  it 
But  in  this  general  Prefence :  let  him  fpeak. 

Dymas.  A  dreadful  anfwer  from  the  hallow’d  Urn, 
And  facred  triyoas  did  the  Prieftefs  give. 

In  thefe  Myfteribus  words,  •  . 

The  Oracle.  Shed  in  a  cmfedhour^  hy  cnrfed  hand^. 
Blood  Royal  mreveng^d^  has  cnrpd  the  Land, 

When  death  is  expiated  voell 

Tour  Plague  jhall  ceafc  :  the  refi  /cr  Lajus  teli. 

Oed.  Dreadful  indeed !  blood,  and  a  Kings  blood,  too 
And  fuch  a  Kings,  and  by  his  Subjeifts  (hed  ! 

(Elfe  by  this  Cur fe  on  Thebes}')  no  wonder  then 
If  Monfters,  Wars,  and  Plagues  revenge  fuch  Grimes  1 
If  Heav’n  be  juft,  its  whole  Artillery, 

All  muft  be  eoipty’d  on  us :  Not  one  bolt 

Shall  erre  from  Thebes  •  but  more  be  call’d  for,  more ! 

New  moulded  thunder  of  a  larger  fize^ 

Driv’n  by  whole  Jove,  What,  touch,  annointed  Pow’r 
Then  Gods  beware;  Jove  wou’d  himfelf  be  next, 

CouM  you  but  reach  him  to. 

2  Pr.  We  mourn  the  fad  remembrance. 

Oed.  Well  yon  may :  ‘ 

Worfe  than  a  Plague  infers  you  :  y’are  devoted. 

To  Mother  Earth,  and  to  th’  infernal  Powr’s  ► 
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Hell  has  a  right  in  you :  I  thank  you  Gods, 

That  I’m  no  Theban  born:  how  njy  blood  cruddles ! 

As  if  this  Gurfe  touch’d  me !  .and  touch’d  me  nearer 

Than  all  this  prefence ! - —Yes,  ’lis  a  Kings  blood, 

And  I,  a  King,  am  tyM  in  deeper  bonds 
To  expiate  this  blood :  but  where,  from  whom. 

Or  how  mufl:  I  attone  it  ?  tell  me,  Thebans^ 

•  Mow  Lajus  fell  ?  for  a  confus’d  report 
Pals’d  through  my  ears,  when  firft  I  took  the  Crown  : 

But  full  of  hurry,  like  a  morning  dream, 

!c  yanidi’d  in  the  bufinefsjof  the  day. 

1  Fr.  He  went  in  private  forth;  but  thinly  follow’d ^ 

And  ne’re  return’d  to  Thebes.  ^  ^ 

Oed.  Nor  any  from  him  ?  came  there  no  attendant  ? 

None^to  bring  news? 

2  Pr.  But  one  *,  and  he  fo  wounded. 

Me  fcarce  drew  breath  to  fpeak  fome  few  faint  words. 

Oed.  What  were  they  ?  fomething  may.  be  learnt  from  thence. 

1  Pr.  He  faid  a  Band  of  Robbers  watch’d  their  paflage  ; 
Who.took  advantage  of  a  narrow  way 

To  murder  Lajns  and  the  reft :  himfelf 
Left  too  for  dead. 

Oed.  Made  you  no  more  enquiry, 

But  took  this  bare  relation  ? 

2  Pr.  ’Twas  negledtcd  : 

For  then  the  Monfter  Sphynx  began  to  rage  •, 

And  prefent  cares  foon  buried  the  remote ; 

So  was  it  hufh’d,  and  never  fince  revived, 

.Fed.  Mark,  Thebans.^  mark! 

Jaft  then,  the  Sphynx  began  to  rage  among  you ; 

The  Gods  took  hold  ev’n  of  th’  offending  minute. 

And  dated  thence  your  wroes :  Thence  will  I  trace ’em. 

I.  Pr.  ’Tis  Juft  thou  Ihould’ft.  \ 

Oed,  Hear  then  this  dread  imprecation  j  hear  it : 

.  ris  lay’d  on  all ;  not  any  one  exempt ; 

Bear  witnefs  Heav’n,  avenge  it  on  the  perjur’d. 

If  any  Theban  born,  if  any  ftranger 
Reveal  this  murder,  or  produce  its  Author, 

Ten  Antique  Talents  be  his  juft  reward : 

But  if  for  Fear,  for  Favour,  or  for  Hire, 

The  murder  he  conceal,  the  Curfe  of  Thibes 

Fall  heavy  on  his  head :  Unite  our  Plagues 

Ye  Gods,  and  place  ’em  there :  from  Fire  and  Water, 

Converfe,  and  aU  things  common,  be  ho  baftilh’d. 

■  c  2, -  “ 
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But  for  the  murderer’s  felf,  unfound  by  man. 

Find  him  ye  Powr’s  Cosleftial  and  Infernal ;  -  ■ 

And  the  fame  Fate,  or  worfe,  than  Lajus  m^U 
Let  be  his  lot:  His  Children  beaccurft;* 

His  Wife  and  Kindred,  all  of  his  be  curft,  ^  , 

Both  Pr.  Confirm  k,  Heav’n !  .  , 

Enter  Jocafta  y  /Attended  Women. 

Joe.  At  your  Devotions !  Heav’n  fucceed  yoiir  wilhes  •, 

And  bring  th’  efFed  of  thefe  your  pious  Pray’rs 
Gn  you,  and  me,  and  all. 

Pr.  Avert  this  Omen,  Heav’n!  ,  ; 

Oed.  O  fatal  found,  llnfortunate  Jocafia] 

What  haft  thou  faid  I  an  ill  hour  haft  thou  chofen  ; 

For  thefe  fore-boding  words  /  why,  we  were  curling ! 

Then  may  that  Curfe  fall  only  where  you  laid  it.  . 

06’^.  Speak  no  more  /  " 

For  all  thou  fay ’ft.  is  ominous :  we  were  curling*. 

And  that  dire  imprecation  haft  thou  faften’d  , 

On  Thebes^  and  thee  and  me,  and  all  of  us. 

Jcc.  Are  then  my  bleffings  turnM  into  a  Curie  ? 

O  Xin^mdiOedifus.  My  former  Lord 
Thought  me  his  bklTing :  be  thou  like  my  Lajus. 

Oed.  What  yet  again !  the  third  time  haft  thou  curs’d  me  ?  • 

This  imprecation*  was  for  Lajus  death, .  . 

And  thou  haft  wilh’d  me  like  him.  ' 

‘joc.  Horrour  feizes  me ! 

Oed.  Why  doft  thou  gaze  upon  me  ?  prithee  Love 
.  Take  off  thy  eye  ^  it  burdens  me  too  much.  ' 

Joe.  The  more  1  look,  the  more.  1  find  of  Lajus ; 

His  fpeech,  his  garb,  his  Adlion  i  nay  his  frown  ; 
f  for  I  have  feen  it ; )  but  ne’re  bent  on  me. 

Oed.  Are  we  fo  like 

Joe.  In  all  things  but  his  Love. 

Oed.  1  love  thee  more :  fo  well  1  love,  words  cannot  fpeak  how  well  ^ 
No  pious  Son  e’rc  lov’d  his  Mother  more 
Than  I  my  dear  Jocafid.  .  . 

Joe.  1  love  you  too 

The  felf  fame  way  :  and  when  you  chid,  methoughs  ,  ‘ 

A  Mothers  love  ftart  up  in  your  defence, 

And  bad  me  not  be  angry :  be  not  you  : 

For  I  love  L^y^Juftill as  Wives  Ihou’d  love; 

But  you  more  tenderly  \  as  part  of  me ; 

And  when  1  have  you  in  my  arms>.  methinks  -  '  \ 

I  lull  ray  Child  afleep. 
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Oed.  Then  we  are  blefl: :  ' 

And  all  thefe  Curfes  fweep  along  the  Skyes 
Like  empty  Clowds ;  but  drop  not  on  our  heads. 

Joe,  1  have  not  joy’d  an  hour  fince  you  departed. 

For  publick  Miferies,  and  for  private  fears  ^ 

But  this  bleft  meeting  has  o’rc-pay’d  ’em  all. 

Good  Fortune  that  comes  feldom  comes  more  welcome. 

All  I  can  wilh  for  now,  is  your  confent 

3'o  make  my  Brother  happf.  ;  * 

Oed.  How,  Jocafla  ? 

By  marriage  with  his  Necce,  ! 

Oed.  Uncle  and  Neece  !  they  are  too  near,  my  Love  *, , 

’Tis  too  like  Inceft ;  ’tis  offence  to  kind : 

Had  I  not  promis’d,  were  there  no  y^drafias^, 

-No  choice  but  Creon  left  her  of  Mankind, 

They  fliou’d  not  mari^yt  *,  fpeak  no  more  of  it  j 
The  thought  difturbs  me. 

Joe.  Heav’n  can  never  blefs 

A  Vow  fo  broken,  which  1  made  to  ;  j 

Remember  he’s  my  Brother. 

Oed.  That’s  the  bar: 

And  fhe  thy  Daughter:  Nature  wou’d  abhor 
To  be  forc’d  back  again  upon  her  felf. 

And  like  a  whirle-pool  fwallow  her  own  Itreams. 

Joe,  Be  not  difpleas’d  *,  I’ll  move  the  Suit  no  more." 

Oed.  No,  do  not-,  for,  I  know  not  why,  it  fhakes  me 
When  I  but  think  on  Inceft  move  we  forward 
To  thank  the  Gods  for  my  fuccefs,  and  pray 
To  wafh  the  Guilt  of  Royal  Blood  away.  l_ExeHnt  Omms. 

AGT  IL  SCENE  I. 

An  open  Gallery.  A  Royal  Bed-Chamber  being  fuppos*d  behind. 

The  Time.^  Night.  Thunder.^  &c. 

Hjemon,  Meander,  Pyraemon. 

U  R  E  ’tis  the  end  of  all  things !  Fate  has  torn 
The  lock  of  time  off,  and  his  head  is  now 
The  gaftly  Ball  of  round  Eternity ! 

Call  you  thefe  Peals  of  Thunder,  but  the  yawn 
Of  bellowing  Clouds  ?  By  Jove^  they  feem  to  me  “ 

,  "  -  "  "  ■  -  / . .  ;;;■  Thc^ 
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The ‘World’s  laft  groans  *,  and  thofe  vaft  Ihccts  of  FlaOJO 
Are  its  lafl:  bla^e!  The  Tapers  of  the  Gods, 

The  Sun  and  Moon,  run  down  like  waxen-Globcsj 
The  (hooting  Stars  end  all  in  purple  Gellies, 

And  Chaos  is  at  hand. 

Vyr.  ’Tis  Midnight,  yet  there’s  not  a  Theban  fleeps, 

But  fuch  as  ne’re  mufl:  wake.  All  crow’d  about 
The  Palace,  and  implore,  as  from  a  God, 

Help  of  the  King  j  who,  from  the  Battlement, 

By  the  red  Lightning’s  glare,  defcry’d  a*far. 

Atones  the  angry  Powers.  Thunder^ 

H^m. .  Ha !  Tyracmon^  look  \  . 

Behold,  Alcander^  from  yon’  Weft  of  Heav’n, 

The  perfed  Figures  of  a  Man  and  Woman  • 

A  Scepter  bright  with  Gems  in  each  right  hand, 

Their  flowing  Robes  of  dazling  purple  'made^, 

Diftindly  yonder  in  that  point  they  ftand, 

Juft  Weft :  a  bloody  red  ftains  all  the  place  : 

And  fee,  their  Faces  are  quite  hid  in  Clouds. 

Pyr.  Clutters  of  Golden  Stars  hang  o’re  their  heads. 

And  feem  fo  crouded,  that  they  burft  upon  ’em: 

Ali  dart  at  once  their  baleful  influence, 

In  leaking  Fire. 

.Ale.  Longbearded  Comets  flick,. 

Like  flaming  Porcupines,  to  their  left  fides, 

As  they  would  fhpot  their  Qiiills  into  their  hearts. 

Ham.  But  fee!  the  King,  and  Queen,  and  all  the  Court ! 

Did  ever  Day  or  Night  (hew  ought  like  this  ?  ' 

Thmders  again,  7 he  Scene  draws,  and  difeovers  the  Prodigies', 


Enter  Oedipus,  Jocafta,  Eurydice,  Adraftus,  all  coming 
■  forward  with  amazement,' 


Oed.  Anfwer,  you Powr’s  Divine*,  fpare  all  this  noife, 
Thi? iack  of  Heav’n  *,  and  fpeak  your  fatal  pleafure. 

Why  breaks  yon  dark  and  dusky  Orb  away  ? 

Why  from  the  bleeding  Womb  of  monftrous  Night, 
Burft  forth  fuch  Miriads  of  abortive  Stars  ^ 

Ha!  my  Jocafta.,  look  f  the  Silver  Moon  . 

A*  fetling  Crimlon  ftains  her  Beauteous  Face  ?  t 
She’s  all  o’re  Blood  ?  and  look,  behold  again, 

What  mean  the  myftick  HeaV’ns,  fhe  journies  on  ? 

A  vaft  Eclipfe  darkens  the  labouring  Planet : 

Sound  there,  found  all  our  Inftruments  of  War  •, 
Clarions  and  Trijmpets,  Silver,  Brafs,  and  Iron, 
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And  beat  a  thoufand  Drums  to  help  her  Labour. 

Mr.  ’Tis  vain  *,  you  fee  the  Prodigies  continue  ; 

Let’s  gaze  no  more,  the  Gods  are  Humorous. 

Oid.  Forbear,  rafc  man.-—  Once  more  I  ask  your  pleafure  } 

If  that  the  glow-worm  light  of  humane  Reafon 
Might  dare  to  offer  at  immortal  knowledge, 

And  cope  with  Gods,  why  all  this  ftorm  of  Nature  ? 

Why  do  the  Rocks  fplit,  and  why  rouls  the  Sea  ? 

Why  thefe  Portents  in  Heav’n,  and  Plagues  on  Earth? 

Why  yofl’  Gigantick  Forms,  Ethereal  Monfters  ?. 

Alas !  is  all  this  but  to  fright  the  Dwarfs 
Which  your  own  hands  have  made,  then  be  it  fo. 

Or  if  the  Fates  rcfolve  fome  Expiation 

For  murderM  Lajns  ^  Hear  me,  hear  me,  Gods ! 

Hear  me  thus  proftrate  :  fpare  this  groaning  Land,. 

Save  Innocent  Thebes,  Rop  the  Tyrant  Death  j 
Do  this,  and  lo  I  Hand  up  an  Oblation 
To  meet  your  fwifteff  and  feverefl:  anger. 

Shoot  ali  at  once,  and  ftrike  me  to  the  Center. 

The  Cloud  draws  that  veil'd  the  heads  of  the  Figures  in  the  Skie^  and  fiews 
Crown'd^  with  the  names  0/ Oedipus  tend  Jocaffa  Written  above  in 
great  Char  alters  of  Gold. 

Adr,  Either  !  dream,  and  all  my  cooler  fenfes 
Arc  vanifh’d  with  that  Cloud  that  fleets  away  : 

Or,  juft  above  thofe  two  Majeftick  heads, 

I  fee,  1  read  diftindtiy  in  large  Gold, 

Oedipus  and  Jocafia. 

Ale.  I  read  the  fame.  .  <> 

Adr.  ’Tis  wonderful  yet  ought  not  man  to  wade 
Too  far  in  the  vaft  deep  of  delliny. 

I  ^Thunder and  the  Prodigies  vanifh 
Joe.  My  Lord,  my  Oedipus^  why  gaze  you  now. 

When  the  whole  Heav’n  is  clear,  as  if  the  Gods 
Had  fome  new  Monfters  made!  will  you  not  turn, 

And  blefs  your  People  j  who  devour  each  word  ^  \ 

You  breathe. 

Oed.  It  (hall  be  fo.  '  ^  ' 

Yes,  I  will  dye,  O  Thebes.^  to  fave  thee ! 

Draw  from  my  Heart  my  Blood,  with  more  content 
Than  e’er  I  wore  thy  Crown.  Yet,  O  Jocafia! 

By  all  the  indearments  of  miraculous  love, 

By  all  our  languifliings,  our  fears  in  pleafure, 

/Which  oft  have  made  us  wonder  y  hear  1  fwear 
^On  thy  fair  hand,  upon  thy  Breaft  I  fwear 
1  cannot  call  to  mind,  ffom  budding  ChUdhood  , 

”  ’  '  To. 


i 


« 8  0  B  T>  I  P  V  S. 

To  blooming  Youth,  a  Crime  by  me  committed, 

'or  which  the  awful  Gods  fliould  doom  my  death. 

Joe.  ’Tis  not  you,  my  Lord, 

?0E  he  who  murder’d  Lajns^  frees  the  Land  : 

A^ere  you,  which  is  impoflible,  the  man, 

Perhaps  my  Panyard  firft  fhould  drink  your  blood  *, 

3ut  you  are  Innocent,  ns  your  Jocafia., 

?rom  Crimes  like  thofe.  This  made  me  violent 
f  o  fave  your  life,  which  you  unjuft  would  lofe : . 

'Jor  can  you  comprehend,  with  deepeft  thought, 

The  horrid  Agony  you  call  me  in, 

When  you  refolv’d  to  dye, 

Oed.  Is’c  poflible  ? 

Joe.  Alas.'  why  ftart you fo ?  Her  ftiff’ning  grief. 

Who  faw  her  Children  llaughterM  ail  at  once. 

Was  dull  to'  mine  :  Methinks  I  (hould  have  made 
My  bofom  bare  againft  the  armed  God, 

To  fave  my  Oedipus! 

Oed.  I  pray,  no  more. 

Joe,  You’ve  filenc’d  me,  my  Lord. 

Oed,  Pardon  me,  dear  ^ 

Pardon  a  heart  that  finks  with  Sufferings, 

And  can  but  vent  it  felf  in  fobs  and  murmurs : 

Yet  to  reftore  my  peace.  I’ll  find  him  out. 

Yes,  yes,  you  Gods!  you  ihall  have  ample  vengeance 
On  murderer.  O,  the  Tray  tor’s  name ! 

I’ll  know’t,  1  will An  fhall  be  Conjur’d  for  it. 

And  Nature  all  unravel’d. 

Joe.  Sacred  Sir - — 

Oed.  Rage  will  have  way,  and  ’tis  but  juft ;  I’ll  fetch  him 
Tho’  lodg’d  in  Air  upon  a  Dragon’s  Wing, 

Tho’  Rocks  fhould  hide  him :  Nay  he  fhall  be  dragg’d 
From  Hell,  if  Charms  can  hurry  him  along  : 

His  Ghoft  fhall  he,  by  fage  Tirefias  pow’r, 

(Tireftas.^  that  rules  all  beneath  the  Moon^ 

Confin’d  to  flefh,  to  fuffer  Death  once  more  ^ 

And  then  be  plung’d  in  his  firft  fires  again. 

/ 

Creon. 

Cre.  My  Lord, 

Tirefias  attends  your  pleafure. 

Oed,  Hafte  and  bring  him  in  in. 

O,  my  Jocafta.^  Efirydice.^  jidr.aftHSy 

and  all  ye  now  the  end  \  ^ 
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Of  Plagues,  of  Madnefi,  Murders,  Prodigies, 

Draws  on :  This  Battel  of  the  Heav’ns  and  Earth 
Shall  by  his  Wifdooi  be  reduc’d  to  peace. 

Enter  Tirefias,  leaning  on  a  Staffs  led' by  his  Daughter  Manto,-  foU 

low*d  by  other  Thebans. 

O  thou,  whofe  raoft  afpiring  Mind 
Know’ll  all  the  bufinefs  of  the  Courts  above, 

Open’ll  the  Clofets  of  the  Gods,  and  dares 
To  mix  with  Jove  himfelf  and  Fate  at  Council  j  . 

O  Prophet,  anfwcr  me,  declare  aloud 
The  Traytor  who  confpir’d  the  death  of  Lajus» 

Or  be  they  more,  who  from  malignant  Stars 
Have  drawn  this  Plague  that  blafts  unhappy 
Tir.  We  mull  no  niore  than  Fate  commilfions  us 
To  tell  j  yet  fomething,  and  of  moment,  I’ll  unfold, 

If  that  the  God  would  wake  ^  I  feel  him  now. 

Like  a  ftrong  Spirit  charm’d  into  a  Tree, 

That  leaps,  and  moves  the  Wood  without  a  Wind : 

The  rouz’d  God,  as  all  this  while  he  lay 
Intomb’d  alive,  ftarts  and  dilates  himfelf : 

He  ftrugglcs,  and  he  tears  my  aged  Trunk 
With  holy  Fury,  my  old  Arteries  burll, 

My  rivel’d  skin. 

Like  Parchment,  crackles  at  the  hallow’d  fire  j 
I  fhali  be  young  again :  Manto^  my  Daughter, 

Thou  haft  a  Voice  that  might  have  fav’d  the  Bard 
Oi  Thrace^  and  forc’d  the  raging  Bacchanals, 

With  lifted  Prongs,  to  lillen  to  thy  airs : 

O  charm  this  God,  this  Fury  in  my  bofom, 

Lull  him  with  tuneful  notes,  and  artful  ftrings. 

With  pow’rful  llrains  *,  Manto^  roy  lovely  Child, 

Sooth  the,  unruly  God-head  to  be  mild. 

-SONG  to  Apollo. 

F^Hcebus,  Cod  bel(yv*d  by  men  ^ 

*  jAt  thy  dawn.^  every  Beaft  is  roUz^d  in  his  Den  ^ 
jit  thy  fettingy  all  the  Birds  of  thy  ab fence  cOmplaiftf 
jind  xpe  dye.^  all  dye  till  the  morning  comes  again.^ 

Phoebus,  Cod  beloved  by  men  I 
Idol  of  the  Eafiern  Kings.^ 

.  Avfnl  as  the  Cod  who  fitngs 

D  m 
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His  Thunder  rounds  and  the  Lightning  wings  j 
Pod  of  Songi^  and  Orphean  firings^ 

Who  to  this  mortal  bojom  brings^ 

All  harmonious  hea'Venly  things  ! 

Thy  droHzde  Prophet  to  revive-, 

Ten  thoujand  'thoufand  forms  before  him  drive ; 

With  Chariots  and  Horfes  all  d*fire  avoahg  him^ 

Convulfions^  and  Paries,  and  Tropheftes  fhaki  him^ 

Let  him  tell  it  in  groans ^  tho^  he  bend  with  the  Load^ 

Tho^  he  burfi  with  the  weight  of  the  terrible  God. 

Tir.  The  wretch,  who  filed  the  blood  of  old  Labdacidesy 
Lives,  and  is  great  ^ 

But  .cruel  greatnefs  ne’re  was  long : 

The  firft  of  Lajus  blood  his  life  did  feize. 

And  urg’d  his  Fate, 

Which  elfe  had  lafting  been  and  ftrong. 

The  wretch^  who  hill’d,  muft  bleed,  or  fly  j 
Or  Thebes^  confum’d  with  Plagues,  in  ruins  lye, 

Oed,  The  firft  of  Lajus  blood  !  pronounce  the  perfon  y 
May  the  God  roar  from  thy  Prophetick  mouth, 

That  even  the  dead  may  ftart  up,  to  behold  : 

Name  him,  I  fay,  that  moft  accurfed  wretch,  - 
For  by  the  Stars  he  dies  : 

Speak,  I  command  thee  ^ 

By  Phoebus,  fpeak !  for  fudden  Death’s  his  doom : 

Here  (hall  he  fall,  bleed  on  this  very  fpot  ^ 

His  narne,  I  charge  thee  once  more,  fpeak. 

Tir.  ’Tisloft, 

Like  what  we  think  can  never  fliun  remembrance ; 

Yet  of  a  fudden’s  gone  beyond  the  Clouds. 

Oed.  Fetch  it  from  thence  i  I’llhave’f,  where  e’re  it  be, 
Cre,  Let  me  intreat  you,  facred  Sir,  be  calm, 

And  Crton  (hall  point  out  the  great  Offender. 

’fis  true,  refpeit  of  Nature  might  injoyn 
My  filence  at  another  time  ^  but  oh, 

Mu:h  more  the  pow’r  of  my  eternal  Love  ! 

That,  that  ftiould  flrike  me  dumb:  yet  Thebes,  my  Country 
rn  break  through  all,  to  fuccour  thee,  poor  City  1 
O,  I  muft  fpeaL 

Oed.  Speak  then,  if  ought  thou  know’ll : 

As  mu(  h  thou  feeip’fi:  to  know,  delay  no  longer. 

Cre.  O  Beauty  !  O  iiluftrtous  Royal  Maid  i 
To  whom  my  Vows  were  ever  paid  till  now. 

And  with  fuch  modeft,  chafte,  and  pure  afTedion,  ’ 
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The  coldeftJNymph  might  read  ’em  without  blufhing; 

Art  thou  the  Murdrcfs  then  of  wretched  Lajtts  ? 

And  I,  muft  I  accufe  thee !  O  my  tears  / 

Why  will  you  fall  in  fo  abborr’d  a  Caufe  ? 

But  that  thy  beautious,  barbarous^  hand  deflroy’d 
^Thy  Father  (O  monftrous  ad  1)  both  Gods 
And  Men  at  once  take  notice. 

Oeld,  Eurydife  ! 

Enr,  Tray  tor,  goon  j  I  fcorn  thy  little  malice. 

And  knowing  more  my  perfed  innocence. 

Than  Gods  and  Men,  then  how  much  more  than  thee, 

Who  art  their  oppolite,  and  form’d  a  Lyar, 

1  thus  difdain  thee  !  Thou  once  didfl;  talk  of  Love  *, 

Becaufe  1  hate  thy  love. 

Thou  doft  accufe  me. 

Mr.  Villain,  inglorious  Villain, 

And  Traytor,  double  damn’d,  who  durft  blafpheine 
The  fpotlefs  Virtue  of  the  brighteft  beauty  j 
Thou  dy’ft :  nor  lhall  the  facred  Majefty,  £Dram  and  mmds  Urn, 
That  guards  this  place,  preferve  thee  from  my  rage. 

Otd.  Difarm  ’em  both :  Prince  I  fhall  make  you  know 
That  I  can  tamfe  you  twice.  Guards,  feize  him* 

Mr,  Sir y 

I  muft  acknowledge  in  another  Caufe 

Repentance  might  abafh  me  5  but  I  glory  ,  - 

In  this,  and  fmile  to  lee  the  Traytbr’s  Blood. 

Oed.  Creon^  you  lhall  be  fatisfy’d  at  full. 

Cre.  ^ly  hurt  is  nothing.  Sir  j  but  1  appeal 
To  wife  if  my  accufation  * 

Be  not  moft  true*  The  lirft  of  Lajm  blood 
Gave  him  his  death.  Is  there  a  Prince  before  her  ? 

Then  Ihe  is  faultlels,  and  Task  her  Pardon. 

And  may  this  blood  ne’re  ceale  to  drop,  Q  Thebes^ 

If  pity  of  thy  fufferings  did  not  move  me 
To  Ihew  the  Cure  which  Heaven  it  felf  prefcrib’d. 

Enr,  Yes,  Thebans^  I  will  dye  to  fave  your  lives. 

More  willingly  than  you  can  wifli  my  fate  j 
But  let  this  good,  this  wife,  this  holy  Man  > 

Pronounce  my  Sentence :  for  to  fall  by  him. 

By  the  vile  breach  of  that  prodigious  Villain, 

Would  fink  my  Soul,  tho’  1  Ihould  dye  a  Martyr. 

Mr.  Unhand  me.  Haves.  O  mightieft  of  Kings, 

See,  at  your  feet  a  Prince  not  us’d  to  kneel  j 
Touch  not  Enrydicey  by  all  the  Gods, 

As  you  would  fave  your  Thebes.^  but  take  my  life : 

D  2  foi: 
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For,  (hould  (he  perifb,  Heav’n  would  heap  Plagues  oH  Plagues 
Rain-Sulphur'  down,  hurle  kindled  bolts 
Upon  your  guilty  heads. 

Cre.  You  turn  to  Gallantry,  what  is  but  juftice. 

Proof  will  be  eafie  made.  Adrajius  was 
The  Robber  who  bereft  th’  unhappy  King 
Of  life  \  becaufe  he  flatly  had  deny’d 
To  make  fo  poor  a  Prince  his  Son- in- law : 

Therefore  ’cwere  fit  that  both  Ihould  perifli. 

1  Thtb.  Both,  let  both  dye. 

All  Theb.  Both,  both  ^  let  ’em  dye. 

Oed.  Hence  you  wild  herd !  For  your  Ring-leader  here. 

He  ihall  be  made  Example,  H^mon^  take  him. 

1  Thb.  Mercy,  O  mercy. 

Oed.  Mutiny  in  my  prefence! 

Hence,  let  me  fee  that  bufie  face  no  more. 

Tir,  Thebans.^  what  madnefs  make  you  drunk  with  rage  ? 
Enough  of  guilty  death’s  already  adted : 

Fierce  Creon  has  accus’d  Eftrydice, 

With  Prince  Adra(ins  ^  which  the-God  reproves 
By  inward  Checks,  and  leaves  their  fates  in  doubt,- 
Oed.  Therefore  inftrud  us  what  remains  to  do,- 
Or  fuffer  •,  for  1  feel  a  fleep  like  death 
Upon  me,  and  I  flgh  to  be  at  reft. 

Tir.  Since  that  the  Pow’rs  Divine  refufe  to  clear 
The  miftic  deed.  I’ll  to  the  Grove  of  Furies; 

There  1  can  force  th’  Infernal- Gods  to  ftiew 

Their  horrid  Forms 

Eadi  trembling  Ghoft  ftiall  rife. 

And  leave  their  grizly  King  without  a  waiter  r. 

For  Prince  Adrafins  and  EHrydice., 

My  life’s  engag’d.  I’ll  guard  ’em  in  the  Fane^ 

Till  the  dark  Myfteries  of  Hell  are  done. 

Follow  me,  Princefs ;  Thebans^  all  to  reft.  ' 

O,  Oedipus i  to  morrow - -but  no  more, 

If  that  thy  wakeful  Genius  will  permit. 

Indulge  thy  Brain  this  night  with  fofter  flumbers : 

To  morrow,  O  to  morrow !  — fleep,  my  Son  j 
And  in  prophetick  dreams  thy  Fate  be  fhown. 

[;£Ar.  Tiref.  Adraft.  Euryd.  Manto.  Thebans. 

Manent  Joe.  Creon.  Fyrac.  HAm.  Alcan, 

Ofii.  Tobed,  my  Fair,  my  Dear,  my  beft 
After  the  toils  of  War,  ’tis  wondrous  ftcange 
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Our  loves  fliould  thus  be  dafli’d.  One  moments  thought^ 

And  I’il  approach  the  arms  of  my  belovM. 

Joe.  Confume  whole  years  in  care^  fo  now  and  "then 
I  may  have  leave  to  feed  my  famifhM  eyes 
With  one  ftiort  pairing  glance,  and  ligh  my  Vows: 

This,  and  no  more,  ray  Lord,  is  all  the  palfion 
Of  Languifliing  Jocafla. 

Oed.  Thou  foften-,  fweeteft  of  the  World !  good  night. 

Nay,  fhe  is  beauteous  too i  yet,  mighty  Love! 

I  never  offer’d  to  obey  thy  Laws, 

But  an  unufual  chillnefs  came  upon  me ; 

An  unknown  hand  ftill  check’d  my  forward  joy, 

Dafh’d  me  with  blufhes,  tho’  no  light  was  near ;  - . 

That  ev’n  the  ad  became  a  violation. 

Vyr.  He’s  ftrangely  thoughtful. 

Qcd.  Hark!  who  was  that?  Ha!  Creon,  dldft  thou  call  m 
Creon.  Not  I,  my  gracious  Lord,  nor  any  here. 

Oed.  Thai’s  ftrange !  methought  1  heard  a  doleful  voice 

Cry’d  OedipHs. - The  Prophet  bad  me  fleep  *, 

He  talk’d  of  Dreams  and  Vifions,  and  to  morrow ! 
ril  mufc  no  more  on’c,  come  what  will  or  can. 

My  thoughts  are  clearer  than  unclouded  Stars  ^ 

And  with  thofe  thoughts  I’ll  reft :  Cm»,  good  night.  with  H«man, 
Cre.  Sleep  feal  your  eyes.  Sir,  Eternal  fleep. 

But  if  he  muft  fleep  and  wake  again,  O  all 
Tormenting  Dreams,  wild  horrours  of  the  night. 

And  Hags  of  Fancy  wing  him  through  the  air : 

From  precipices  hurl  him  headlong  down  j 
Charyhdis  roar,  and  death  be  fet  before  him.  i 

Ale.  Your  Curfes  have  already  ^a’nc  effed^  \ 

For  he  looks  very  fad.  j 

Cre.  May  he  be  rooted,  where  he  ftands,  for  ever  •,  / 

His  eye- balls  never  move,  brows  be  unbent,  / 

His  blood,  his  Entrails,  Liver,  Heart  and  Bowels,  / 

Be  blacker  than  the  place  I  wifh  him.  Hell.  / 

Tyr.  No  more :  you  tear  your  felf,  but  vex  not  hinL 
Methinks  ’twerc  brave  this  night  to  force  the  Templev .  ^ 

While  blind  Tirefias  conjures  up  the  Fiends,  / 

And  pafs  the  time  with  nice  Eurydice.  /  ,  ^ j? 

Ale.  Trypromifes,  and  threats,  and  if  all  fail,  / 

Since  Hell’s  broke  loofe,  why  fliould  not  you  be  maq  ? 

Ravifh,  and  leave  her  dead,  with  her  Adraflus. 

Cre.  Were  the  Globe  mine,  I’d  give  a  Province  hourly: 

For  fuch  another  thought.  Luft,  and  Revenge 
To  Itab  at  once  the  only  Man  1  hate, . 
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And  to  eojoy  th«  Wotflao  whom  I  love ! 

1  no  more  of  my  aufpicious  Stars, 

The  reft  as  Fortune  pleafe  *,  fo  but  this  night  [ 

She  play  me^fair,  why  let  her  turn  for  ever. 

Enter 

My  Lord,  the  troubled  King  is  gone  to  reft  i 
Yet,  e’reheflept,  commanded  me  to  clear 
The  Antichatnbers:  none  muft  dare  be  near  him. 

Creon.  Hmon^  you  do  your  duty  ^  •  iThm^ler, 

And  we  obey., - The  night  grows  yet  more  dreadful  i 

’Tis  joft  that  all  retire  to  their  devotions ^ 

The  Gods  are  angry :  but  to  morrow’s  dawn, 

If  Prophets  do  not  lye,  will  make  'all  clear.  they  go  off^ 

Oedipus  Enters^  walking  ajleep  in  hit  jhirt^  with  a  Dagger  in  his 
right  handf  ana  a  Taper  in  his  left, 

Oed.  O,  my  Jocafla !  ’cis  for  this  the  wet 
Starv’d  Soldier  lies  all  night  on  the  cold  ground  ^ 

For  this  he  bears  the  ftorms 

Of  Winter  Camps,  and  freezes  in  his  Arms: 

To  be  thus  circled,  to  be  thus  embrac’d  *,  , 

That  I  could  hold  thee  ever ! - -Ha  I  where  art  thou  ? 

What  me^ns  this  melancholly  light,  that  feems 
The  gloom  of  glowing  embers  ? 

The  Curtain’s  drawn  *,  and  fee  fee’s  here  again  ! 
jocafta}  Ha!  what,  fall’n afleep fo  foon 
How  fates vjny  Love?  this  Taper  will  inform  me. 

Ha!  Lightning  Waft  me.  Thunder  ^ 

Rivet  me  ever  to  Eromethens  Rock, 

And  Vultures  gnaw  out  my  Inceftuous  heart, 

By  all  the  Gods  I  my  Mother  Jkkrepe !  ' 

My  Sword,  a  Dagger*,  Ha,  who  waits  there  ?  flaves. 

My  Sword  :  what,  Hamon^  dar’ft  thou>  Villain,  ftop  me  ! 

With  thy  own  Ponyard  perife,  Ha who’s  this  f 
OrTs’t  a  change  of  Death  ?  by  all  my  Honours, 

New  murder  ^  thou  haft  flain  old  Polybns : 

Inceft  and  Parricide,  thy  Father’s  murderer  I 
Out  thou  infernal  ftame :  now  all  is  dark. 

All  blind  and  difmal,  moft  triumphant  mifthief ! 

And  now  while  thus  I  ftalk  about  the  room, 

1  challenge  Fate  to  find  another  wretch 

Like  Oedipus  \  ^  [Thunder^ 

Enttr 
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Enter  Jocalla  at  ten  did  with  Lights^  in  a  Night’-Gown* 

/ 

Oed.  Nighr,  Horrour,  Death,  ConfufioD,  Hell  and  Furies  I 
Where  am  I  ?  O,  Jocafid^  let  me  hold  thee. 

Thus  to  bofom,  ages  *,  let  me  grafp  thee  : 

All  that  the  hardeft  temper’d  weather’d  flefli. 

With  fierceft  humane  Spirit  infpir’d  can  dare 
Or  do,  1  dare^  but,  oh  you  Pow’rs,  this  was 
By  infinite  degrees  too  much  for  Man. 

Methinks  my  deafn’d  ears 
Are  burft  j  my  eyes,  as  if  they  had  been  knock’d 
By  fome  tempeftuous  hand/  fiioot  fiaihing  fire  : 

That  fleep  Ihould  do  this  ! 

Joe,  Then  my  fears  were  true. 

Methought  I  heard  your  voice,  and.  yet  I  doubted. 

Now  roaring  like  the  Ocean,  when  the  winds 
Fight  with  the  waves*,  now  in  a  Hill  fmall  tone 
Your  dying  accents  fell,  as  racking  (hips. 

After  the  dreadful  yell,  fink  murmuring  down, 

And  bubble  up  a  noife. 

Oed.  Truft  me,  thou  Faireft,  beft  of  all  thy  Kind, 

None  e’re  in  Dreams  was  tortur’d  fo  before. 

Yet  what  moft  ftiocks  the  nicenefs  of  my  temper, 

Ev’n  far  beyond  the  killing  of  my  Father, 

And  my  own  death,  is,  that  this  horrid  fleep 
Dafli’d  my  fick  fancy  with  ^n  ait  of  inceft : 

1  dreamt,  that  thou  wert  my  Mother^ 

Which,  tho’  impoflible,  fo  damps  my  Spirits, 

That  I  cou’d  do  a  mifehief  on  my  felf. 

Left  1  ihould  fleep  and  Dream  the  like  again: 

Joe.  O,  Oedipus^  too  well  I  underftand  you ! 

I  know  the  wrath  of  Heav’n,  the  care  of  Tbehes, 

The  cries  of  its  Inhabitants,  War’s  toils, 

And  thoufand  other  labours  of  the  State, 

Are  all  referr’d  to  you,  and  ought  to  tie  you 
JFor  ever  from  ^ocafia. 

Oed.  Life  of  my  life,  and  treafure  of  my  Soul, 

Heav’n  knows  I  love  thee. 

O,  you  think  me  vile,.  / 

And  of  an  inclination  fo  ignoble,  .  | 

That  I  muft  hide  me  from  your  Eyes  for  ever. 

Be  witnefs,  Gods,  and  ftrike  Jocafia  dead, 
if  an  immodeft  thought,  or  low  defire 
Inflam’d  my  breaft,  fiacefirftour  Love*  were  lightid;' 

'  ^  Oed. 
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Oed.  O  rife,  and  add  not,  by  thy  cruel  kindncfs, 

A  grief  more  fenfible  than  all  my  torments. 

Thou  think’ft  my  dreams  arc  forg’d  \  but  by  thy  felf, 
The  greateft  Oath,  1  fwear,  they  are  moft  true : 

But  be  they  what  they  will,  I  here  difmifs  ’em-. 

Be  gone  Chimeras^  to  your  Mother  Clouds, 

Is  there  a  fault  in  us  ?  Have  we  not  fearch’d 
The  Womb  of  Heav’n,  examin’d  all  the  Entrails 
Of  Birds  and  Beafts,  and  tir’d  the  Prophet’s  Arc  / 

Yet  what  avails  ?  he,  and  the  Gods  together, 

Seem  like  Phyficians  at  a  lofs  to  help  us ; 

Therefore,  like  Wretches  that  have  linger’d  long, 
We’il  fnatch  the  ftrongeft  Cordial  of  our  love ; 

To  bed,  my  Fair. 

Ghofl  within.  Oedipus! 

Oed  Ha !  who  calls  ? 

Did’Il  thou  not  hear  a  Voice  ? 

Joe.  Alas !  I  did. 

Ghoft-.  Jocafta !  , 

Joe.  O  my  Love,  my  Lord,  fupport  me ! 

Oed.  Call  lowder,  till  you  burft  your  aiery  Forms : 
Reft  on  my  hand.  Thus  arm’d  with  Innocence, 

I’ll  face  thefe  babling  Demons  of  the  air.- 
In  fpight  of  Ghofts,  I’ll  on, 

Tho’  round  my  Bed  the  Furies  plant  their  Charms*, 

I’ll  break  ’em,  with  Jocafia  in  my  arms : 

Clafp’d:  in  the  folds  of  love.  I’ll  wait  my  doom ; 

And  my  joys,  tho’  Thunder  fliake  the  room.  _ ' 


ACT  III.  SCENE  I. 

A  dark  Grove. 

Enter  Creon: 

Cre.  ’^"T^IS  better  not  to  be,  than  to  be  unhappy. 

X  Dio.  What  mean  you  by  thefe  words  ? 

Cre.  ’Tis  better  not  to  be,  than  to  be  Creon. 

A  thinking  foul  is  punifhment  enough  \ 

But  when  ’tis  great,  like  mine,  and  wretched  too, 

Then  every  thought  draws  blood. 

Dio.  You  arc  not  wretched. 

Ore.  I  am :  My  Soul’s  ill  married  to  my  Body. 


OEDIPVS. 

I  wtjuM  be  ye«ng,  be  handfom,  be  bclov’d  k 
Cq.uM  I  but  breath  my  felf  into 
i>io.  you»rave-,  call  home  your  thoughts. 

Cre.  I  prithee  let  ray  Soul  take  air  a  while  *, 

Were  fhe  in  Oedqns^  |  were  a  King  *, 

Then  I  had  kill’d  a  Monfter,  gain’d  a  Battel  *, 

And  had  my  Rival  Pris’ner  j  brave,  brave  adtions: 
Why  have  not  1  done  thefe  ? 

Dio,  Your  fortune  hinder’d. 

Cre.  There’s  it :  1  have  a  foul  to  do  ’em  all : 

But  fortune  will  have  nothing  done  that’s  great. 

But  by  young  handfome  Fools:  Body  alid  brawn 
Do  all  her  work  •  Hercnks  was  a  fool. 

And  ftraight  grew  famous :  a  mad  boiftrous  fool. 
Nay  worfe,  a  Womans  fool. 

Fool  is  the  fluff,  of  which  Heav’n  makes  a  Hero. 

Dio,  A  Serpent  ne’rc  becomes  a  flying  Dragon, 
Till  he  has  eat  a  Serpent. 

Cre.  Goes  it  there ! 

1  underfland  thee,  1  muft  kill  Adraflns. 

Dio.  Or  not  enjoy  your  Miftrefs : 

Eurydice  and  he  are  Pris’ners  here. 

But  will  not  long  be  fo :  this  tell-tale  Ghofl 
P.rhaps  will  clear  ’em  both. 

Cre.  Well:  ’tis  refoly’d. 

Dio.  The  Princefs  walks  this  way  \ 

You  muft  not  meet  her. 

Till  this  be  done. 

Cre.  I  mull. 

Dio,  She  hates  your  light ; 

And  more  fince  you  accus’d  her, 

Cre.  Urge  it  not. 

I  cannot  flay  to  tell  thee  my  Pefign  ^ 

For  fhe’s  too  near. 

Enter  Eurydice. 

fjow.  Madam,  were  your  thoughts  employ’d  ? 

EHr>  On  death,  and  thee, 

Cre.  Then  were  they  not  well  forted  :  life  and  roe 
Had  been  the  better  match. 
y^Enr.  No,  I  was  thinking 
Oa  two  the  mofl;  deteded  things  in  Nature : 

And  they  are  death  and  thee. 
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Cre.  The  thought  of  tfeath  to  one  near  death  is  dreadful 
O  ’tis  a  fearful  thing  to  be  no  more. 

Or  if  to  be,  to  wander  after  death 
To  walk,  asiSpirits  do,  in  Brakes  all  day  *, 

And  when  the  darknefs  comes,  to  glide  in  paths 
That  lead  to  graves :  and  in  the  filent  Vault, 

W  here  Lyes  your  own  Pale  Ihrowd,  to  hover  o’re  it,  - 
Striving  to.enter  your  forbidden  Corps  j 
And  often,  often,  vainly  breathe  your  Ghoft 
Into  your  lifelefs  lips : 

Then,  like  a  lone  benighted  Travellour 
Shut  out  from  lodging,  fhall  your  groans  be  anfwerM 
By  whihling  winds,  whofe  every  blaft  will  fhake 
Your  tender  Form  to  Attorns.  ,  '  . 

T^Ear.  Muft  I  be  this  thip  Being  ?  and  thus  wander !.  . 
.No  quiet' afteY  Death  !  ~ 

Cre.  None:  you  muft  leave 
This  beauteous  body  *,  all  this  youth  and  freflinefs 
Muft  be  no  iifote  the  Objedl  of  defire, 

But  a  cold  lump  of  Clay ; 

Which  then  your  difcontented  Ghoft  will  leave. 

And  loath  its  former  lodging.  .  "  ,  , 

This  is  thi  beft  of  what  comes  after  death, 

Ev’n  to  the  beft. 

~^Eptr,  What  then  fliall  be  thy  Lot  ? 

Eternal  torments,  Baths  of  boiling  Splphur  \ 

Viciffitudesof  Fires,  and  then  of  Frofts  ^ 

And  an  old  Guardian  Friend,  ugly  as  thou  art,; 

To  hallow  in  thy  Ears  at  every  la(h  \ 

This  for  Eurydice\  thefe  for  her — -  * 

Cre.  'Bother  Adrufths! 

^  Em.  Yes^  foxhti  Adrafihs  x 

For  death  fhall  ne’re  divide  us :  death,  What*s  Death  1*^  , 
D/o,  You  feem’d  to  fear  it. 

XEut.  Bui  1  more  fear  Ceeon: 

^o  take  that  hunch' back’d  Monitor  in  fliy  arms  *, 

Th’  excrefence  of  a  Man.  ^ 

Dio.  to  Cre.  See  what  you’ve  gain’d.  „ 

Em.  Death  only  can  be  dfeadful  tq  the  bad: 

To  innocence, ’tis  like  a  b6g-bear  dfeftM' 

To  fright’n  Children  ^  pull  but  off  his  Maf4^e 
And  he’ll  appear  a  Friend.  ~ 

Cre.  You  talk  too  flightiy  . 

Of  Death  and  Hell.  Let  me  inform  you  ' 

You  beft  can  tell  the  news  of  your  own  Country.  - 
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-Dio.  Kay,  now  you  arc  too  lharp. 

Enr.  Can  1  be  fo  to  one  who  has  accus’d  me 
Of  murder  and  of  parricide  ? 

Cre.  You  provok’d  me^ 

And  yet  I  only  did  thus  far  accufe  you. 

As  next  of  ^lood  to  Eajus :  be  advis’d,  ' 

And  you  may  live.  ' 

Eftr.  The  means  ? 

Cre.  ’Tis  offer’d  you. 

The  Fool  Adrafius  has  accus’d  himfeif. 

Eur,  He  has  indeed,  to  take  the  guilt  fijom  me, 

Cre.  He  fays  he  loves  you  ;  if  he  does,  ’tis  well  : 
He  ne’rc  cou’d  prove  it  in  a  better  time. 

Eur,  Then  death  mult  be  his  recompence  for  love ! 
Cre.  ’Tis  a  Fools  juft  reward :  .  ' 

The  wife  can  make  a  better  ufe  of  life : 

But  ’tis  the  young  man’s  pleafure ;  his  ambition : 

I  grudge  him  not  that  favour. 

£«r.  When  he’s  dead. 

Where  fliall  1  ffnd  his  equal  i* 

Cre.  Everywhere. 

Fine  empty  things,  like  him,, 

The  Court  fwarms  with  ’em.  ' 

Fine  fighting  things  ^  in  camps  they  are  fo  commoi^ 
Crows  feed  on  nothing  elfe ;  plenty  of  Fools  { 

A  glut  of  ’em  in  Thebes, 

And  fortune  ftill  tafces  care  they  fhou’d  be  feen : 

She  places  ’em  aloft,  o’th’  topmoft  Spoke 
Of  all  her.  Wheel  ••  Fools  are  the  daily  work 
Of  Nature*,  her  vocation:  if  (he  form 
A  man,  (he  lofes  by’t,  ’tis  too  expenfive  ; 

’Twou’d  make  ten  Fools*,  A  man’sa  Prodigy,, 

/C £ftr.  That  is  a  Creon  :  O  thou  black  detradlor. 
Who  fpitt’ft  thy  venom  againft  Gods  and  .  Man ! 

Thou  enemy  of  eyes : 

Thou  who  lov’ft  nothing' but  what  nothing  lovi  s, 

And  that’s  thy  felf:  who  haft  corifpir’d  againft 
My  life  ancf  fame,  to  make  me  loath’d  by  all ; 

And  only  fit  for  thee. 

But  for  Adrafins  death,  good  Gods,  bis  death 
What  Curfe  fhall  1  invent  ' 

Dio.  No  more ;  he’s  here.  ^  ^  ‘ 

He  fliall  be  ever  here.  _ _ _  , 

He  whowou’d  give  his  life;  give  up  hisfams—^. 

1  * 
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Enter  Adraftus. 


I  f  all  the  Excellence  of  Woman-kind 

Were  mine  j — ; - No,  *tis  too  little  all  for  him : 

Were  I  made  up  of  endlefs,  endlefs  joyes*^^^^^ - 

^dr.  And  fo  thou  art: 

The  man  who  loves  like  me, 

Wou’d  think  ev’n  Infamy,  the  worft  of  Ills, 

Were  cheaply  purchaft,  were  thy  love  the  price ir 
Uncrown’d,  a  Captive,  nothing  left,  but  Honour'^ 

’Tis  the  laft  thing  a  Prince  Ihou’d  throw  away. 

But  when  the  ftorm  grows  loud,  and  threatens  love. 

Throw  ev’n  that  over^board,  for  Love’s  the  Jewel  j 

And  laft  it  muft  be  kept. - - 

Cre.toDio.  Work  him  befure 
To  rage,  he’s  paflionate*,  ,  ' 

Make  tfim  th’ AggrefTor. 

Dto.  O  falfe  love ;  falfe  honour. 

Cre,  Difiecnbled  both,  and  falfe-'  ' 

Dar’ft  thou  fay  this  to  me  ?  .  ' 

Cre.  To  you-,  why  what  are  you,  that  1  fhould  fear  you-r 
1  am  not  Lajm:  Hear  me,  Prince  of 
You  give  what’s  nothing,  when  you  give  your  honour  *, 

’Tisgonej  ’cis  loft  in  battel.  For  your  love. 

Vows  made  in  wine  are  not  fo  falfe  as  that : 

You  kill’d  her  Father-,  youconfefs’d  you  did: 

A  mighty  Argument  to  prove  your  pallion  to  the  Daughter. 

uddrafi.  'afide.  .Gods,  muft  1  bear  this  brand,  and  not  retort 
The^lye  to  his  foul  throat ! 

Dio.  Bafely,  you  kill’d  him. 

^dr.  afide.  O,  I  burn  inward :  my  blood’s  all  ©’fire.  - 
.Alcides^  when  the  poifon’d  Ihirt  fate  clofeft,  > 

Had  but  an  Ague  Ht  to  this  my  Feaver. 

Yet,  for  Eurydice,  '^^v’nthis  I’ll  fuffer. 

To  free  my  love — '^Well  then,  I  kill’d  him  bafely. 

Cre.  Fairly,  I’m  fute  yotiicbu’d  not. 

Dto.  Nor  alone. 

Cre.  You  had  your  fellow-Thieves  about  you,  Prince  }•  ; 

They  Conquer’d,  and  you  kill’d.  ' 

Down  fwelling  heart !  x  / 

’Tis  for  thy  Princefs  all. - O  my  Eurydice  -*■ ■  ■  »  her,, 

Enryd.  to  him.  Reproach  not  thus  the  weaknefs  of  my  Sex,  -  . 

Ah  if  1  cou’d  not  bear  a  flrameful  death, 

father  than  fee  you  burden’d  with  a- Crime  '  m  '- 

^ 
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Of  \^hich  I  know  you  free, 

Cre.  You  do  ill.  Madam, 

To  let  your  head-long  Love  triumph  o’re  Nature: 

Dare  you  defend  your  Father’s  Murderer  ? 

Enr,  You  know  he  kill’d  him  not. 

Cre.  Let  him  fay  fo. 

Dio.  See  he  ftands  mute. 

Cre.  O  pow’r  of  Confcience,  even  in  wicked  men  I 
It  works,  it  ftings,  it  will  not  let  him  utter 
One  fyllable,  one,  no  to  clear  himfelf 
From  the  molt  bafe,  detefted,  horrid  zCt 
That  e’re  cou’d  (lain  a  Villain,  not  a  Prince. 
j^dr,  Ha!  Villain. 

Dio.  Eccho  to  him  Groves :  cry  Villain. 

M.  Let  me  confider !  did  I  Murther  Lajut^ 

Thus  like  a  Villain  ? 

Cre.  Belt  revoke  your  words  *, 

And  fay  you  kill’d  him  not., 
j4dr.  Not  like  a  Villain  •,  prithee  change  me  that 
For  any  other  Lye. 

Dio.  No,  Villain,  Villain. 

Cre.  You  kill’d  him  not!  proclaim  your  innocence, 
Accufe  the  Princefs :  So  I  knew  ’twould  be. ' 

jSdr.  \  thank  thee,  thou inftrud’ft  me:. 

No  matter  how  I  kill’d  him. 

Cre.  Apde.  Coold  again. 

Enr.  Thou  who  ufurp’ll  the  facred  name  of  Confcience, 
Did  not  thy  own  declare  him  innocent  *, 

To  me  declare  him  fo  ?  The  King  lhall'know  it. 

Cre.  You  will  not  be  believ’d,  for  I’ll  forfwear  it. 

EHr.  Whai’s  now  thy  Confcience? 

Cre.  ’Tis  my  Slave,  my  Drudge,  my  fupple  Gloved; 
My  upper  Garment,  to  put  on,  throw  off. 

As  I  think  belt:  ’Tis  my  obedient  Confcience. 

Adr,  Infamous  wretch ! 

Cre.  My  Confcience  fhall  not  do  me  the  ill  office 
To  fave  a  Rival’s  life  *,  when  thou  art  dead, 

(As  dead  thou  lhalc  be,  or  be  yet  more  bafe 
Than  thou  think’ft  me. 

By  forfeitihg  her  life,  to  fave  thy  own.- — ) 

Know  this,  and  let  it  grate  thy  very  Soul, 

She  Ihall  be  mine ;  ((he  is,  if  Vows  were  finding  y) 

Mark  me,  the  fruit  of  all  thy  faith  and  paffion, 

Ev’iTof  thy  foofrih  death,  (hall  all  be  mine. 

Adr.  Thine,  fay ’ft  thou,  Moaftery 
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Shall  my  Love  be  thine  ? 

O,  I  can  bear  no  more !  '  ' 

Thy  cunning  Engines,  have  wkh  l^our  wlsM 
My  heavy  anger,  like  a  mighty  weight, 

-  To  fall  and  p'jfh  thee  dead. 

See  here  thy  Nuptials  j  fee,,  thou  rafh  /xio^t^ 
Thy  promis’d  Juno  Vaniih’d  in  a  Cloud  ^ 

And  in  her  room  avenging  Thunder  fowls 

To  blafi:  thee  thus. - Come  both——* 

Cre.  ’Tis  what  I  wifh’d.' 

Now  fee  whofe.  Arm  can  launch  the  fuTcr  bolcj 
And  who’s  the  better  Jove, — . 

Eiir.  Help;  Murther,  help ! 


(^Draws, 


Enter  Hsmon  and  Gfiards^  run  betwixt  them^  and  beat  down 

their  Swords. 

Ham.  Hold  *,  hold  your  impious  hands ;  I  think  the  Furies, 
To  whom  this  Grove  is  hallow’d,  have  infpir’d  you: 

Now,  by  my  foul,  the  holieft  earth  of 

You  have  prophan’d  with  War.  Nor  Tree',  nor  Plant 

Grows  here,  but  what  is  fecTwith  Magick  Juice, 

All  full  of  humane  Souls ;  that  cleave  their  barks 
To  dance  at  Midnight  by  the  Moon’s  pale  beams  -: 

At  leaft  two  hundred  years  thefe  reverend  Shades 
Have  known  no  blood,  but  of  b^ack  Sheep  and  Oxen, 

Shed  by  the  Priefts  own  hand  to  Prajh-pne. 

Adr.  Forgive  a  Stranger’s  ignorance :  I  knew  not 

The  honours  of  the  place.  ' 

Ham.  Thou,  Creon^  flidft. 

Not  Oedipus^  were  all  his  Foes  here  lodg’d, 

Durft  violate  the  Religiontof  thefe  Groves, 

To  touch  one  Angle  hair  ••  but  mnft,  unarm’d, 

Parle,  ns  in  Truce,  or  furlily  avoid 
What  moft  he  long’d  to  kill. 

Cre.  1  drew  not  fifft ; .  ^  - 

-  But  in  my  own  defence.^ 

Adr.  I  was  provok’d. 

Beyond  man’s  patience :  all  reproach  cou’d  urge 
Was  us’d  to  kindle  one  riot  apt  to  bear.  " 

’Tis  not  I,  muft  judge  this  Aft : 

Lord  Creon,  you  and  Dioolet  retire :  ‘  ^  \ 

and  the  Brother-hood  of  Priefts,  a. 

Approach  the  place :  None' at  theffe  I^ites  affill. 

But  you  th’ accus’d,  who  by  the  raeuth  of  Lajus^ 


Muft 


I 


<7  E  Dsl  P  V  S. 

Muft  be  abfolv’d  or  doom’d. 
jidr,  I  bear  my  fortune. 

Ettr.  And  I  provoke  my  tryal. 

Hm.  ’Tis  at  hand. 

For  fee  the  Prophet  comes  with  Vervain  crown’d. 
The  Priefts  with  Yeugh,  a  venerable  band ; 

We  leave  yob  to  the  Gods. 


Hasmon  vi>itb  Creon  and  Diodes. 


Enter  Tirefias, 

‘\ 

,  s 


led  by  Manto  ••  The  Priefts  folloxe^  j  aU  cloatbed  in 
long  black,  fdabits,  ^ 


Tir.  Approach,  ye  Lovers  ? 

I’ll' fated  Pair !  whom  feeing  not,  I  know  : 

This  day  your  kindly  Stars  in  Heav’n  were  joyn’d  :> 

When  lo,  an  envious  Planet  interpos’d. 

And  threaten’d  both  with  death :  I  fear,  I  fear. 

Ear.  Is  there  no  God  fo  much  a  friend  to  love. 

Who  can  controlc  the  malice  of  our  fate#* 

Are  they  all  deaf?  or  have  the  Gy  ants  Heav’n  ? 

Tir,  The  Gods  are  juft -  -  <  ' 

But  how  can  Finite  meafure  Infinite  ? 

Reafon  /  alaS)  it  does  not, know  it  felf ! 

Yet  man,  vain  man,  wou’d  with  this  ftiort-lin’d  Plummet,, 
Fathom  the  vaft  Abyflc  of  Heav’nly  Juftice.  » 

What  ever  is,  is  in  its  Caufes  juft  ^ 

Since  all  things  are  by  Fate.  But  pur>blind  man 
Sees  but  a  part  o’ch’  Chain  \  the  neareft  links  *, 

His  eyes  not  carrying  to  that  equal  Beam 
That  poizes  all  above.  ' 

Ear.  Then  we  muft  dye  / 

TVr.  The  danger’s  eminent  this  day^ 

jidr.  Why  then  there’s  one  day  lefs  for  humane  ills : 

And  w^o  Wou’d  moan  bimfelf,  for  fulFering  that. 

Which  in  a  day  muftpafs?  fomelhing,  or  nothing—^ 

1  ihaU  be  what  I  was  agaihir  before 
I  was  Jidraftns 

Penurious  Heav’n  canft  thou  not^add  a  night 
To  our  dne  day  ^  give  me  a  night  witli  her. 

And  I’ll  give  all  the  r^. 

Tir,  She  broke  her  Vow  <  ' 

Firft  made  to "Civow.  But  the  time  calls  ohV 
And  Li^s  d^ath  muft  now  be  made  more  plaint 
How  loth  I  am  to  have  recourfe  to  Rites  : 
f^il  of  borrour,  that  I  once  rejoyeh 


1  W'4{}t  the  ute  Sight 
1  Thx;-  Cererti^njes 
T/r.  Chufc  Uk  dariceft  p^rl  o’ch’ 
Sirch  as  OhoCts  at  noon- day  lQYe» 
Uig  a  Trench,  and  dig  ic  nigh 
Where  the  bones  of  JUajus  lye. 
Altars  rais’d  of  Turf  cr  Stonci 
Will  th’  infernal  Pow’rs  have  noneo 
Anfvver  me  if  this  be  done  ? 

Ail  Pr.  ’Tisdone. 

Tir.  Is  the  Sacrifice  made  fit  ? 
Draw  her  backward  to  the  pit  3 
Draw  the  barren  Hcyfer  back  j 
Barren  let  her  be  and  black. 

Cut  the  curled  hair  that  grows 
Full  betwixt  her  horns  and  brows: 
And  turn  your  faces  from  the  Sun : 
Anfwer  me,  if  this  be  done  ? 

All  Pr.  ’Tis  done. 


Tir.  Pour  in  blood,  and  blood  like  wine, . 
To  Mother  Earth  and  Proferpne  j 
Mingle  Milk  into  the  ftream ; 

Feaft  the  Ghofts  that  love  the  fteam  ^ 
Snatch  a  brand  from  Funeral  pile  *, 

Tofs  it  in  to  make  ’em  boil^ 

And  turn  your  faces  from  the  Sun  ; 

Anfwer  me,  if  all  be  done'i’ 

All  Pr,  All  is  done. 


^Peal  of  Thunder^f  mdflajhef  of  Li^htninpi 

then  groATiing  below  the  Stage., 
Manto.  O  what  Laments  are  thofe.^ 

Tir,  The  groans  of  Ghofts,  that  cleave  the  Earth  with  pain  : 

And  heave  it  up :  they  pant  and  ftick  half  way. 

ijhe  Stage  wholly. 

Manto,  And  now  a  fudden  darkneft  covers  all,  . 

True  genuine  Night :  Night  added  to  the  Craves  \ 

The  Fogs  are  blown  full  in  the  Face  of  Heaven.. 

T%r,  Am  I  but  half  obey’d ;  Infernal  Gods, 

Muft.you  have  Mufick  too  ?  then  tunc  your  yolcees 
And  let  ’em  have  fuch  founds  as  Hell  ne’re  heard  • 

Since  Orfhetfs  brib’d  the  Shades. 

Majick  jirfii  Then  Sing, 

Hear^  ye  fallen  TovePrshekw  ^ 

Hear^  ye  taskers  of  the  deads 
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2«  ^oilmg  Cauldrons  blow ^ 

X on  that  fcum  the  molten  Lead, 

3.  Ton  that  pinch  with  Red-hot  Tones  •  ' 

1.  Ton  that  drive  the  trembling  hofis  * 

Of  poor,^  poor  Ghofis, 

With  yoHr  Sharpened  Prongs'^ 

2.  Ton  that  thrufi  Hm  of  the  Brim. 

3.  Ton  that plut^e  *em  tphenthey  Swim: 

I .  Till  they  drown  ; 

Till  they  go  ' 

On  a  row  , 

Vown,  down^  down, 

7V»  thoufand  thonfand,  thonfand  f adorns  lorn. 

Chorus.  Till  they  drown^  &c. 

1.  Mft/ic^for  a  while 
Shall  vour  cares  beguile 
Wondring  how  your  pains  were  eas^d. 

2 .  j4nd  dijdumng  to  be  pleased  i 

3.  Xill  fee  the  dead 

Trom  their  eternal  hands 
Till  the  Snakes  drop  from  her  head,  -  \ 

-^nd  whip  from  out  her  hands.  ^ 
it  Come  away 
^0  not  ftay^ 

But  obey  x 
While  we  play, 

Tor  flelPs  brok^  up,  and  Ghofs  have  holy 'day. 

Chorus.  Come  away,  &c. 

CA  flafli  of  Lightning :  the  Stage  is  made  bright  * 

and  the  Ghofts  are  feen  palfing  betwixt  the  Trees! 
I.  Lajus\  iLaJusl  ^  Lajus  •  ' 

I.  Hear]  2  Hear]  Hear] 

Tir.  Hear  and  appear : 

By  the  Fates  that  fpun  thy  thread  1 
Cho.  Which  are  three, 

Tir.  By  the  Furies  fierce,  and  dread] 

Cho»  Which  are  three, 

Tir.  By  the  Judges  of  the  dead  !  ^ 

Cho*  Which  are  three. 

Three  times  three]  . 

Tir.  fiy  HelPs  blew  flame : 

S.  .  .  ^9.  _  w  * 
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uy  me  ail^iaa  LtOHS  : 

^d  by  Demogorgoti^i  tifttnt 
Atxefiich  rbpfl^t^lftdke^ 
Hear  and  dp/pe^.  ^ 
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£The  Choll  of  Lajus  rifes  a.rm*d  in  his  Chariot^  as  he  was  /lain,  jind 
behind  his  Chariot  fit  the  three  who  were  Marder'^d  with  him. 

Ghofi  of  Lajas,  Wi)y  halt  thou  drawn  me  from  my  pains  below. 

To  fufFer  worfe  above :  to  fee  the  day. 

And  Thebes  more  hated  ?  Hell  is  Heav’n  to  Thebes » " 

For  pity  fend  me  back,  where  I  may  hide. 

In  willing  night,  this  ignominious  head  ; 

In  Hell  I  fhun  the  poblkk  fcorn  •,  and  then 
They  hunt  me  for  their  fport,  and  hoot  me  as  I  fly ; 

Behold  ev’n  now  they  grin  at  my  gor’d  fide, 

And  chatter  at  my  wounds. 

Tir.  I  pity  thee : 

Tell  but  why  Thebes  is  for  thy  death  accurft, 

And  I’ll  unbind  the  Charm. 

Ghof.  O  fpare  my  Ihame. 

Ttr.  Are  thefe  two  innocent  .V; 

Ghof,  Of  ray  death  they  are. 

But  he  who  holds  my  Crown,  Ob,  muft  1  fpeak ! 

Vt/as  doom’d  to  do  what  Nature  mofl:  abhors. 

The  Gods  forefaw  it-,  and  forbad  his  being,  .  . 

Before  be  yet  was  born.  I  broke  their  Laws,  •.  V  ,  V 
And  cloaih’d  with  flefli his  pre-exifting  Soul, 

Some  kinder  Pow’r,  too  weak  for  deftiny,  ,, 

Took  pity,  and  indu’d  his  new* form’d  Maft 
With  Temperance,  Juftice,  Prudence,  Fortitude, 

And  every  Kingly  vertue but  in  vain. 

for. Fate,  that  lent  him  hood-winkt  to  the  World, 

Perform’d  its  work  by  his  miftaking  hands. 

Asks  thou  who  murder’d  me  .?  ^twas  Oedipus. 

Who  ftains  my  Bed  with  Inceft  ?  : 

For  whom  then  are  you  curft,  but  Oedipus ! 

He  comes  j  the  Parricide  :  1  cannot  bear  him : 

My  wounds  ake  at  him :  Oh  his  Murd’rous  breath 
V  enoms  my  aiery  fubfiance !  hence  with  him, 

Banifhhim^  fweephimout^  the  Plague  he  bears 
Will  blaft  your  fields,  and  mark  his  way  with  ruine. 

From  Thebes^  my  Throne,  my  Bed,  let  him  be  driven  y 
Do  you  forbid  him  Earth,  and  I’ll  forbid  him  Heaven.  ^ 

.  tiefeends. 

Oedipus,  Creon,  Hsemon, 

”  ,  i  'A  -'V 

Oed.  What’s  this!  methought  fome  peftilential blaft ' " 

Strook  me  juft  entring^  and  fpme  nnreen  hand 
Struggled  to  pulh  me  backward  ?  ^tel(  me  w^y 
My  hair  ftaadv  br i^tliug  up,  why  osy  flefti  trembles  T  .  ^ 
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You  flare  at  me !  then  Hell  has  been  among  ye. 

And  fome  lag  Fiend  yet  lingers  in  the  Grove. 

Tir.  What  Omen  faw’fl  thou  entring  ? 

Oed.  A  young  Stork, 

That  bore  his  aged  Parent  on  his  back  ^ 

Till  weary  with  the  weight,  he  fhook  him  off. 

And  peck’d  out  both  his  Eyes. 
j4dr.  Oh,  OedipHsl 
Bur.  Oh  I  wretched  Oedipus  I 
Tir.  O!  Fatal  King  ! 

Oed.  What  mean  this  Exclamations  on  my  Name  ? 

I  thank  the  Gods,  no  fecret  thoughts  reproach  me : 

No :  I  dare  challenge  Heav’n  to  turn  me  outward. 

And  fliake  my  Soul  quite  empty  in  your  light. 

Then  wonder  not  that  1  can  bear  unraov’d 
Thefe  fix^d  regards,  and  filent  threats  of  eyes : 

A  generous  fiercenefs  dwells  with  innocence  j 
And  confcious  vertuc  is  allow’d  fome  pride. 

Tir.  Thou  know’ft  not  what  thou  fay’ll. 

Oed.  What  mutters  he !  tell  me,  Eurydice: 

Thou  fhak’ft :  thy  Soul’s  a  Woman.  Speak,  Adrafins ; 

And  boldly,  as  thou  met’ll  my  Arms  in  fight  \ 

Gar’H  thou  not  Ipeak,  why  then  *cis  bad  indeed : 

_  Tire/iaSf  thee  I  fummon  by  thy  Prielt-hood,  ^ 

Tell  me  what  news  from  Hell  j  where  Lajns  points. 

And  who’s  the  guilty  head  ? 

Tir.  Let  me  not  anfwer. 

Oed.  Be  dumb  then,  and  betray  thy  Native  foil 
To  farther  Plagues. 

Tir.  I  dare  not  name  him  to  thee. 

Oed.  Dar’ll  thou  converfe  with  Hell,  and  canll  thou  fear 
An  humane  name? 

-  Tir.  Urge  me  no  more  to  tell  a  thing,  which  known 
Wou’d  make  thee  more  unhappy;  ’twill  be  found 
Tho  I  am  filent. 

OeJ.  Old  and  obllinate  1  Then  thou  thy  felf 
Art  Author  or  Accomplice  of  this  Murther, 

And  Ihun’ll  the  Juftice,  which  by  publick  ban 
Thou  haft  incurrM. 

Tir.  O,  if  the  guilt  were  mine  ^ 

It  wre  not  half  fo  great ;  know,  wretched  man, 

Thoii  only,  thou  art  guilty  ^  thy  own  Curfe 
Falls  heavy  on  thy  felf. 

Oed.  Speak  this  again: 

But  fpeak  it  to  the  winds  when  they  are  loudeft :  ^ 

^  Of 


38  0  E  D  I  P  V  S. 

Or  to  the  raging  Seas,  they’ll  hear  as  foon. 

And  fooner  will  believe. 

Ttr.  Then  hear  rue  Heav’n, 

For  blufhing  thou  haft  feen  it :  hear  me  Earthy 
Whofe  hdllow  womb  cou’d  not  contain  this  murder. 

But  fentic  back  to  light :  and  thou  Hell,  hear  me, 
Whofe  own  black  Seal  has  ’firm’d  this  horrid  truth, 
Ocdipiks  murChcr’d  Lajus. 

Oed.  Rot  the  tongue, 

And  blafted  be  the  mouth  that  fpoke  that  Lye. 

Thou  blind  of  ^ght,'  but  thou  more  blind  of  Soul. 

T/r.  Thy  Parents  thought  not  fo. 

Who  were  my  Parents? 

Ttr.  Thou  (halt  know  too  foon. 

Oed.  Why  fesk  I  truth  from  thee  ? 

The  fmiles  of  Courtiers,  and  the  Harlots  tears. 

The  Tradefmens  oaths,  and  mourning  of  an  Heir, 

Are  Truths  to  what  Priefts  tell. 

O  why  has  Prieft-hood  priviledge  to  lye. 

And  yet  to  be  believ’d  !~ - thy  age  prote(5ts  thee.— — 

Ttr.  Thou  caoft  not  kill  mey  ’tis  not  in  thy  Fate, 

As  ’twas  to  kill  thy  Father  y  wed  thy  Mother  y 
And  beget  Sons,  thy  Brothers* 

Oed.  Riddles,  Riddles!  .. 

Ttr.  Thou  art  thy  felf  a  Riddle  j  a  perplext 
Obfeure  Enigma,^  which  when  thou  unty’ft, 

Thou  flialc  be  found  and  loft. 

Oed.  inipolTible 

jidrdfi-Hs^  fpeafc,  and  as  thou  art  a  King, 

Whofe  Royal  word  is  facred,  clear  my  Fame. 

./idr.  Wou’d  1  ceu’d 

Oed.  Ha,  wik  thou  not :  can  that  Plebeian  Vice 
Of  lying  mount  to  Kings!  can  they  be  tainted ! 

Then  Truth  is  loft  on  Earth. 

Cre.  The  Cheat’s  too  grofs 
j^drajins  is  his  Oracle,  and  he, 

The  pipus  Jugler,  but  Mrafius  Organ. 

Oed.  ’Tis plain,  the  Prteft’s  fuborn’d  tafree  the  Pris’iisp. 
Cre.  And  turn  the  guilt  on  you. 

Oed.  O,  honeft  Creon^  how  haft  thou  been  bdy’d  ? 

Ear.  Hear  me. 

Cre.  She’s  brib’d  to  fave  her  Lover’s  life. 

Adr.  If  thou  think’ft — — — 

Cre.  Hear  him  not  fpeak. 

■Mr,  Then  hear  tkefe  lioly  men, 
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Cre.  ^riefts,  Priefts,  all  brib’d,  all  Prkfts. 

Oed,  jidrafins  1  have  found  thee. 

The  malice  of  a  vanquilh’d  man  has  feiz’d  thee. 

jidr.  If  Envy  and  not  Truth - 

Oed.  l?Il  hear  no  more :  away  with  him. 

Ei^semon  takes  him  of  by  force  i  Creon  and  lL\xx\^iCt  follow, 
ToTir,  Why  ftand*ft  thou  here,  Impoftorl  ’ 

So  old,  and  yet  fo  wicked.^ — - lye  for  gain  j 

And  gain  fo  fhort  as  age  can  promife  thee ! 

Ttr,  So  Ihort  a  lime  as  1  have  yet  to  live 
Exceeds  thy  pointet^  hour  \  Remember  Lajus : 

No  more ;  if  e’re  w6  meet  again,  ’twill  be 
In  mutual  darknefs  \  we  (hall  feel  before  us 
To  reach  each  others  haiid  j  Remember 

Tirefias :  Priefis' follow. 

-  OedifHS  Solas. 

Remember  Lajns !  that’s  the  burthen  ftill  r 
Murther,  and  Inceit !  but  to  hear  ’em  nam’d 
My  Soul  Harts  in  me :  the  good  Sentinel 
Stands  to  her  Weapons  *,  t^es  the  hrit  Alarm 

To  guard  me  from  fuch  Crimes. - -Did  I  VXW  Lajus} 

Then  I  walk’d  fleeping,  in  fome  frightful  dream, 

My  Soul  then  Hole  my  Body  out  by  night  •, 

And  brought  me  back  to  Bed  e’re  Morning*  wake. 

It  cannot  be  ev’n  this  remotefb  way. 

But  fome  dark  hint  would  juftlc  forward  now  j 
And  goad  my  memory. - Oh  my  Jwafial 

Enter  Jocafta. 

Joe.  Why  are  you  thus  diftarb’d  ? 

Oed.  Why,  would’ft  thou  think  it  ? 

No  lefs  thin  Murder  ? 

J«i  Murder  1  what  of  Murder  I 

Is  Murther  then  no  more?  add  Parricide, 

And  Inceft  *,  bear  not  thefe  a  frightful  found  ? 

Joe.  Alas! 

Oed.  How  poor  a  pity  is  Alas,  ^ 

For  two  fuch  Crimes  1-7 — was  us’d  to  lye  ? 

Joe.  Oh  DO :  the  moft  finccre,  ^lain,  honeft  man, 

One  who  abhorr’d  a  lye  ?  ^  ' 

Oed.  Then  he  has  got  that  Quality  k  Hell;  , 

He  charges  me - — but  why  accuff  I  him  ? "  ' 
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1  did* not  hear  him  fpeak.it ;  they  accufe  me  j 
The  Prieft,  Adrafius^  and  Eiirydice^ 

Of  Murdering  Lstj»s — - -Tell  me,  while  I  think  on’t. 

Has  old  Tireftas  pradis’d  .long  this  Trade  ? 

What  Trade? 

Oed.  Why  this  foretelling  Trade. 

Joe.  For  many  years. 

Oed.  Has  he  before  this  day  accus’d  me  ? 

Joe.  Never. 

Oed.  Have  you  e’rc-  this  inquir’d,  who  did  this  Murder? 

Joe.  Often  *,  but  ftill  in  vain. 

Oed.  I  am  fatisfy’d. 

Then  ’cis  an  infant  lye  •,  but  one  day  old. 

The  Oracle  takes  place  before  the  Prieft ; 

The  blood  of  Lajm  was  to  Murder  Lajus  •• 

I’m  not  of  LajHs*s  blood. 

Joe.  Ev’n  Oracles 

Are  always  doubtful,  and  are  often  forg’d  :  ‘ 

bad  one,  which  never  was  fulfilPd, 

Nor  ever  can  be  now  ! 

Oed.  And  what  foretold  it? 

Joe.  That  he  fliou’d  have  a  Son  by  me,  forc-doom’d 
The  Murderer  of  his  Father ;  true  indeed, 

A  Son  was  born  ^  but,  to  prevent  that  Crime, 

The  wretched  Infant  of  a  guilty  Fate, 

Bear’d  through  his  untry’d  feet,  and  bound  with  cords. 

On  a  bleak  Mountain,  naked  was  expos’d: 

The  King  himfelf  liv’d  many,  many  years. 

And  found  a  different  Fate  *,  by  Robbers  Murder’d, 

Where  three  ways  meet:  yet  thefe  are  Oracles*, 

And  this  the  Faith  we  owe  ’em. 

Oed-  Say’ft  thou.  Woman  ? 

By  Hcav’n  thou  haft  awakn’d  fomewhat  in  me, 

That  fhakes  my  very  Soul !  \ 

Joe.  What,  new  difturbance ! 

Oed.  Metbought  thou  faid’ft,— <— (or  do  I  dream  thou  faid’ft  it ! ) 
This  Murder  was  on  Z/^y^Tperfon  done, 

Where  three  ways  meet ! 

Joe.  So  common  fame  reports. 

Oed.  Wou’d  it  had  ly’d. 

Why,  good  my  Lord?  - 
Oed.  Noqueftions:  ' 

’Tis  bufie  time  with  me  ^  difpatch  mine  firft }  .  , 

Say  where,  where  was  it -done? 

Joe,  Mean  you  the  Murder  ? 

.  Oed, 
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Oed.  Cou^’ft  thou  not  anfwer  without  naming  Murder  ? 

Joe.  They  fay  in  Phocide  •  on  the  Verge  that  parts  it 
From  DauUa,  and  from  Delphos. 

Oed.  So  ' - How  long  !  when  happen^  this? 

Joe.  Some  little  time  before  you  came  to  Thebes, 

Oed.  What  will  the  Gods  do  with  me  ' 

Joe.  What  means  that  thought  ?  ^ 

Oed.  Something:  bul’tisnot  yet  your  turn  to  ask: 

How  old  was  Lajus.^  what  his  ihape,  his  ftaturc, 

'  His  adion,  and  his  meen  ?  quick,  quick,  your  anfwer - - - 

Joe.  Big  made  he  was>  and  tall:  his  port  was  fierce, 

Ered  his  countenance :  Manly  Majefty 
Sate  in  his  front,  and  darted  from  his  eyes. 

Commanding  all  he  viewed :  his  hair  |uft  grizled. 

As  in  a  green  old  age  :  bate  but  his  years. 

You  are  his  Pidure. 

Oed.  afide.  Pray  Heav’ri  he  drew  me  not  ?  ^am  I  his  Pidure  ? 
Joe.  So  I  have  often  told  you. 

Oed.  True,  you  have  y 
Add  that  to  the  reft :  how  was  the  King 
Attended  when  he  travelled  ? 

Joe.  By  four  Servants : 

He  went  out  privately. 

Oed.  Well  counted  ft  ill: 

One  fcapM  1  hear  what  lince  became  of  him  ? 

Joe.  When  he  beheld  you  firft,  as  King  in  Thebes.^. 

He  kneePd,  and  trembling,  beg’d  I  wou’d  difmifs  him : 

He  had  my  leave  -,  and  now  he  lives  retir’d; 

Oed.  This  Man  muft  be  produc’d  j  hq  muft,  Joeafia. 

Joe.  He  (hall - ^yet  have  I  leave  to  ask  you  why  ? 

Oed.  Yes,  you  (hall  kuovy :  for  where  Ihould  1  repofc 
The  Anguifh  of  my  Soul,  but  in  your  breaft ! 

I  need  not  tell  you  Corinth  claims  my  birth  v 
My  Parents  Polybns  and  Merope^ 

‘Two  Kpyal  Names  j  their  paly  Child  am  I. 
it  happen’d  once  j  ’twas  at  a  Bridal  Feaft, 

One  warm  with  WinC)  told  me  I  was  a  Foundling>  .  . 

Not  the  Kipg’s  Sott  ^  I  ftun^  with  thi?  reproach, 

Strookhind:  my  Father  heard  of  it:  the  Man 
Was  made  ask  pardon  ^  and  the  bulinefs  hufh’d.  \ 

5foc. ’Twas  fomewhat  odd.  ^  ^ 

Oed.  And  ftrangely  it  perplext  me. 

I  ftole  away  to  Delphos,  and  implor’d 
The  God,  to  tell  my  certain  Parentage.' 

He  bade  me  feek  no  farther  :  ^---x’twa&  aiyf  Fate 
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To  kill  my  Father,  and  pollute  his  Bed, 

By  marrying  her  who  bore  me. 

Joe.  Vain,  vaiii  Oracles! 

Osd.  BuE  yet  they  frighted  me  ; 

I  lookt  on  Corinth  as  a  place  accurft, 

Refolv’d  my  Deftiny  fliould  wait  in  vain  ^ 

And  never  catch  me  there. 

Joe.  Too  nice  a  fear. 

Oed.  Sufpend  your  thoughts  j  and  flatter  not  too  foon. 

Juft  in  the  place  you  namM,  where  three  ways  meet, 

And  near  thatjime,  five  perfons  I  encounter'd  j 
One  was  too  lake,  (Heav’n  grant  it  prove  not  him) 

Whom  you  deferibe  for  infolent 

And  fierce  they  were,  as  Men  who  liv’d  on  fpoil. 

I  judg’d  ’em  Robbers,  and  by  force  repeli’d 
The  force  they  us’d  •  In  fliort,  four  men  I  flew : 

The  fifth  upon  his  knees  demanding  Life, 

My  mercy  gave  it- - bring  me  comfort  now. 

If  1  flew  Lajns^  what  can  be  more  wretched ! 

From  Thebes  an^  you  my  Curfe  has  bariifliM'  me : 

From  Corinth  Fate. 

Joe.  Perplex  not  thus  your  mind  j 
My  husband  fell  by  Multitudes  oppreft,  , 

So  phorbas  faid :  this  Band  you  chanc’d  to  meet  ^ 

And  murder’d  not  my  Lajus.,  but  reveng’d  him. 

Oed.  There’s  all  my  hope :  Let  Thorbas  tell  me  this, 

And  I  ftiali  live  again ! - - 

To  you,  good  Gods,  I  make  my  laft  appeal  j 
Or  clear  ray  Virtues  or  my  Crime  r^v^ : 

If  wandring  in  the  maze  of  Fate  1  run,  '  > 

And  backward  trod  the  paths  1  fought  to  flma. 

Impute  my  Errours  to  your  own  Decree  ^ 

My  hands  are  guilty,  but  my  heart  is  free.  ^Ex,  Ambo, 

ACT  IV.  SCENE  I. 

'  1 ..  I  ^  >  ,  .  ;  * 

Pyraemon,  Creon.’  * 

Pyr.  QO  M'E  bufinefsof  import  that  Triumph  wears 

O  You  feem  to  go  with  ;  nor  is.it  liardtpgu^s  ‘  *  ; 

When  you  are  pleas’d,  by  a  raalieiotis  joy :  ^  : 

'  Wfepft 
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Whofe  Red  and  Fiery  Beams  caft  through  your  Vifage 
A  glowing  pleafure.  Sure  you  fmile  revenge, 

And  1  coo’d  gladly  hear. 

Cre.  Would’ll  thou  believe, 

This  giddy  hair-brain’d  King,  whom  old  Tireyw/ 

Has  Thunder-ftrook,  with  heavy  accufation, 

Tho’  confcious  of  no  inward  guilt,  yet  fears ;  * 

He  fears  Jocafla^  fears  himfelf,  his  (hadow  *, 

He  fears  the  rouititudei  and,  which  is  worth 
An  Age  of  laughter,  out  of  all  Mankind, 

He  chufes  me  to  be  his  Orator :  - 

Swears  that  Adrafins^  and  the  lean-look’d  Prophet, 

Are  joint-confpirators  j  and  wiiht  me  to 
Appsafe  the  raving  Thebans  ^  which  I  (wore 
To  do.  ^  ^  ^ 

Pir.  A  dangerous  undertakings 
Diredtly  oppoSte  to  your  own  intereft. 

Cre.  No,  dull  when  l  left  his  prefence. 

With  all  the  Wings  with  which  revenge  could  imp 
My  flight,  I  gain’d  the  mid’ft  o’th’  City  j 
There,  ftanding  on  a  Pile  of  dead  and  dying, 

1  to  the  mad  and  fickly  multitude. 

With  interrupting  fobs,  cry’d  out,  O  Thebes^ 

O  wretched  Thsbes^  thy  King,  thy  Oedipus^ 

This  barbarous  ftrariger,  this  Ufurper,  Monfter, 

Is-by  the  Oracle,  the  wife 

ProclaiaiM  the  murderer  of  the  Royal  Lajnri 

Jocafia  too,  no  longer  now  my  Sifter, 

Is  found  complotter  in.  the  horrid  deed. 

Here  I  renounce  all  tyc  of  Blood  and  Nature, 

For  thee,  O  Thebes^  dear  Thebes^  poor  bleeding  Thebes 
And  there  1  wept,  and  then  the  Rabble  howl’d. 

And  roar’d,  and  with  a  thonfand  antick  mouths 
Gabbled  Revenge,  Revenge  was  all  the  cry. 

Pyr.  This  cannot  fail;  I  fee  you  on  the  Throne^ 

And  Oedipus  call:  out. 

Cre.  Then  (freight  came  on 
Alcander^  with  a  wild  and  bellowing  Croud, 

Whom  when  he  had  wrought;  I  whifper’d  him  to  joyn,, 
And  head  the  Forces  while  the  heat  was  in  ’em : 

So  to  the  Palace  I  return’d,  to  meet 
T.he  King,  and  greet  him  with  another  ftory. 

But  fee,  he  Enters.’ 


Enter  Ot^\p^%y  Jocafta,  attended, 

Oed.  Said  you  that  Phorhas  is  return’d,  and  yet  ^ 
intreats  he  may  return,  without  being  ask’d 
Of  ought  concerning  what  we  have  difcovcr’d  ? 

Joe.  He  ftarted  when  I  told  him  your  Intent, 
Replying,  what  he  knew  of  that  affair  - 

Would  give  no  fatisfadlion  to  the  King  ^ 

Then,  falling  on  his  knees,  begg’d,  as  for  life, 

To  be  difmis’d  from  Court :  He  trembled  too. 

As  if  Convulfive  death  had  feiz’d  upon  him. 

And  Hammer’d  in  his  abrupt  Pray’r  ib  wildly, 

/That,  had  he  been  the  murderer  of  Lajus, 

Guilt  and  diftradion  could  not  have  fliook  him  more. 

^  Oed.  By  your  defeription,  fure  as  Plagues  and  death 
Lay  wafte  our  Thebes.^  fome  deed  that  Ihuns  the  light 
Begof  thofe  fears :  If  thou  refpcd’ft  my  peace. 

Secure,  him,  dear  *,  for  my  Genius 

Shrinks  at  his  name. 

Joe.  Rather  let  him  go : 

So  my  poor  boding  heart  woujdliave  it  be. 

Without  a  reafon.  ' 

Oed.  Hark,  the  Thebans  come !  (- 

Therefore  retire :  and,  once  more,  if  thou  lov’ff  me, 
L^t  be  retain’d. 

Joe.  You  ihall,  while  I  _ 

Have  life,  be  Hill  obey’d :  ' 

In  vain  you  footh  me  with  your  foft  indearments, 

And  fet  the  faireft  countenance  to  view. 

Your  gloomy  eyes,  my  Lord,  betray  a  deadnefs 
And  inwar, d  languifhing :  that  Oracle 
Eats  like  a  fubtile  Worm  its  venom’d  way, 

Preys  on  your  heart,  and  rots  the  noble  Gore;| 
How-e’re  the  beauteous  out-fide  (hews  fo  lovely. , 

Oed.  O,  thou  wilt  kill  me  with  thy  Love’s  excels ! 
All,  all'is  well  j  retire,  the  Thebans  come.  , 

Ghofl.  Oedipus ! 

Oed.  Hd!  again  that  feream  of  woe  ! 

Thrice  have  I  heard,  thrice  fince  the  morning  dawn’d 
It  hollow’d  loud,  as  if  my  Guardian  Spirit 
Gall’d  from  fome  vaulted  Manlionv  Oedipus  T 
Or  is  it  but  the  work  of  melancholly  ? 

When  theSunfets,  fhadows,  that  ihew’d  at  Noon 
But  fmall,  appear  moft  long  and  terrible  j 
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CCrcon  comes  forward* 


,  OEDIPVS. 

So  when  we  think  Fate  hovers  o’re  our  head sj 
Our  apprehenfions  fhoot  beyond  ali  bounds> 

Owls,  Ravens,  Crickets  feem  the  watch  of  dcath^^ 

Nature’s  worft  Verminc  fcare  her  God-like  Sons. 

.  Ecchoes,  the  very  leavings  of  ^  Voice, 

Grow  babling  Ghofts,  and  call  i;s  to  our  Graves: 

Each  Mole-hill  thought  fwells  to  a  huge  Olympus^ 

While  we  fantaftick  dreamers  heave  and  puff, 

And  fweat  with  an  Imagination’s  weight  V 

As  if,  like  Alas^  with  thelc  mortal  Shoulders 
We  could  fuftain  the  burden  of  the  World. 

Cre.  O,  Sacred  Sir,  My  Royal  Lord - 

Oed:  What  now? 

Thou  feem’ft  affrighted  at  fome  dreadful  Action, 

Thy  breath  comes  fhort,  thy  darted  eyes  are  fix! 

On  ms  for  aid,  as  if  thou  wert  purfu’d :  ^ 

I  fent  thee  to  the  fpsak  thy  wonder  j 

Fear  not,  this  Palace  is  a  Sanctuary,  - 
The  King  himfelf’s  thy  Guard. 

Cre.  Forme,  ala^ 

My  life’s  not  worth  a  thought,  when  weigh’d  with  yours! 

But  fly,  my  Lord,  fTy  as  your  life  is  facred, 

Your  Fate  is  precious  to  your  faithful 

Who  therefore,  on  his  knees,  thus  proffratc  begs 

You  would  remove  from  Thebes  that  vows  your  ruine. 

When  1  but  offer’d  at  your  innocence. 

They  gather’d  Stones,  and  menac’d  me  with  death. 

And  drove  me  through  the  Streets  with  imprecations 
Againft  your  Sacred  ferfon,  and  thofe  Traytors 
Which  juftify’d  your  Guilt :  which  curs’d  Tirefias 
Told,  as  from  Heav’n,  was  caufe  of  their  deltruftion. 

Oed.  Rife,  worthy  Creo»,  ha  lie  and  take  our  Guard,  ^ 

Rank  ’em  in  equal  part  upon  the  Square, 

Then  open  every  Gate  of  this  our  Palace, 

And  let  the  Torrent  in.  Hark,  it  comes,  [^Shoue. 

I  hear  ’em  roar :  begone  and  break  down  all 
The  dams  that  would  oppofe  their  furious  palTage. 

Crcoii,  with  Guards. 

Enter  AdcittviSt  his  Sword  drawu. 

Mr.  Your  City 

Is  all  in  Arms,  all  bent  to  your  deftru^ion : 

I  heard  but  now,  wher^  1  was  clofc  confin’d, 

A  Thundring  ihout,  which  made  my  Jayloii  vanifii, 

'  Cry^ 
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Cry,  Fire  the  Palace^  where’s  the  Cruel  King  ? 

Yet,  by  th’ Infernal  Gods,  ihofe  awful  Pow’rs 
That  have  accus’d  you,  which  thefe  Ears  have  heard. 

And  thefe  Eyes  feen,  I  muft  believe  you  guiltlcfs ; 

'  For,  fince  1  knew  the  Royal  Oedipus, 

1  have  obferv’d  in  all  his  aifts  fuch  truth 
And  God  like  clearnefs  *,  that  to  the  laft  guih 
Of  Blood  and  Spirits,  I’ll  defend  his  life. 

And  here  have  Sworn  to  perifli  by  his  fide. 

Oed.  Be  witnefs,  Gods,  how  near  this  touches  me,  ZEfnbracing  him. 
O  what  recompence  can  glory  make  f 

Adr.  Defend  your  innocence,  fpeaklike  your  felf, 

And  awe  the  Rebels  with  your  daunlkfs  virtue.  .. 

But  hark !  the  ftorm  comes  nearer. 

Oed.  Let  it  come. 

The  force  of  Majefty  is  never  known 

But  in  3  general  wrack :  Then,  then  is  feen 

The  difference ’twixt  a  Threlhold  and  a  Throne. 

Enter^  Creon,  Pyraemon,  Alcander,  Tirefias,  Thebans. 

Ale.  Where,  where’s  this  cruel  King  ?  Thebans,  behold 
There  ftands  your  Plague,  the  mine,  dcfolation 
Of  this  unhappy— — -fpeak*,  lhall  I  kill  him  ?  - 
Or  ftiall  he  be  caff:  out  to.  B^ifhmeni  ? 

All  Theb.  To  Banilhment,  away  with  him. 

Oed.  Hence,  you  Barbarians,  to  your  flavilh  diftance  •, 

Fix  to  the  Earth  your  fordid  looks  ^  for  he 
Who  ftirs,  dares  more  than  mad-men.  Fiends,  or  Furies : 

Who  dares  to  face  me,  by  the  Gods,  as  welL 
May  brave  the  Majefty  of  thundring^fow. 

Did  I  for  this  relieve  you  when  befieg’d  .  ^ 

By  this  fierce  Prince,  when  coop’d  within  yoiir  Walls, 

And  to  the  very  brink  of  Fate  reduc’d ; 

When  lean-jaw’d  Famine  made  more  bavock  of  you  . 

Than  does  the  Plague  ?  But  1  rejoyce  1  know  you, 

Know  the  bafe  ftuff  that  temper’d  your  vile  Souls : 

The  Gods  be  prais’d,  1  needed  not  your  Empire, 

Born  to  a  greater,  nobfer  of  my  own  " 

Nor  lhall  the  Scepter  of  the  Earth  now  win  me 
To  rule  fuch  Brutes,  fo  barbarous  a  People, 

Adr.  Methinks,  my  Lord,  1  fee  a  fad  repentance,' 

A  general  confternation  fpread  among  ’em. 

Oed.  My  Reign  is  at  an  end  *,  yet  e’re  I  finilh— — 

I’le  do  a  Juftice  that  becomes  a  Monarch, 

A  Monarch,  who  i’th’ Jlidft  of  Swords  ^  JavcHns#  • 
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Dares  ad  as  on  his  Throne  cncompafl:  round 
With  Nations  for  his  Guard.  Alcmder^  you 
Arc  nobly  born,  therefore  fliall  lofe  your  head  : 

Here,  Hmon^  take  him :  but  for  this,  and  this^ 

Let  cords  difpatch  ’em.  Hence,  away  with  ’em- 
Tir,  O  facred  PrincC)  pardon  diftrafted  Thekf^ 

Pardon  her,  if  (he  adts  by  Heav’ns  award ; 

If  that  th’  Infernal  Spirits  have  declar’d 
The  depth  of  Fate,  and  if  our  Oracles 
May  fpeak,  O  do  not  too  feverely  deal. 

But  let  thy  wretched  Thebes  zt  leaft  complain  : 

If  thou  art  guilty,  Heav’n  will  make  it  known  *, 

If  innocent,  then  let  Tirefias  dye. 

Oed.  I  take  thee  at  thy  word.  Run,  haftc,  and  favc  Alcander : 

I  fwear  the  Prophet,  or  the  King  (hall  dye. 

Be  witnefs,  all  you  Thebans,  of  my  Oath. 

And  be  the  Umpire. 

Tir.  I  fubmit.  .  .  {Trumpets  found. 

Oed.  What  mean  thofe Trumpets? 

Ham,  From  your  Native  Country. 

Enter  Haeinon  with  Alcander,  &c. 

Greit  Sir,  the  fam’d  oEgeon  is  arriv’d. 

That  renown’d  Favourite  of  the  King  your  Father  ; 

He  comes  as  an  Ambafladour  from  Corinth, 

And  fucs  for  Audience. 

bed.  Ha(te,  Hamon,  flye,  and  tell  him  that  f  burn 
T’embrace  him. 

Ham.  The  Queen,  my  Lord,  at  prefent  holds  him 
In  private  Conference  •,  but  behold  her  here.  r 

Enter  jocdifts,  Eurydice, 
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Joe,  Hail,  happy  Oedipus,  happieft  6f  Kings  ? 
Henceforth  be  bleft,  bleft  as  thou  canlt  delire. 

Sleep  without  fears  the  blackeit  nights  away  $ 

Let  Furies  haunt  thy  Palace,  thou  (halt  (1  cep  *  ' 
Secure,  thy  (lumbers  (hall  be  foft  and  gentli?..  ‘  • 
As  Infants  dreams.  j  r  _  : 

Oed.  What  does  the  Soul  of  all  niy  jpy^int^hd  ^ 
And  whither  would  this  rapture  .^  •  - 

Joe.  O,  I  could  rave. 

Pulldown  thofe  lying  and  burn  that  Vahlt,  ‘ 
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From  whence  refounded  thofc  f?lfc  Orades, 

That  rol>b’d  my  Love  of  reft:  if  werouftprajr, 
Rear'in  the  ftreets  brigiit  Altars  to  the  Gods, 

Let  Virgins  hands  adorrj  the  Sacrihee ; 

And  not  a  gray*beard  forging  Prieft  cope  near. 

To  pry  into  the  bowels  of  the  Vidim, 

And  with  his  dotage  mad  the  gaping  World. 

But  fee,  the  Oracle  that  I  win  trull. 

True  as  the  Gods,  and  affable  as  Men, 

Enter  ^geon,  Kmeh. 

x 

Oed.  0,10  my  arms,  welcome,  my  dear  5 . 
Ten  thoufand  welcomcsr  Q,  rpy  Foftcr  Father, 
Welcome  as  mercy  to  a  Man  condemn’d  ^ 

Welcome  to  me. 

As  to  a  finking  Marriner, 

The  lucky  Plank  that  bears  him  to  the  fhore/ 

But  fpeak,  tell  me  what  fo  mighty  joy 
Is  this  thou  bring’fl,  which  fo  traafportf 
Joe.  Peace,  peace,  (t/E^eon ;  let  Jocafia  tell  him  I 
O  that  I  could  for  ever  Gharnx,  now. 

My  deareft  Thy  Royal  Father, 

Polybns^  King  of  Corinth.^  is  no  more. 

Oed.  Ha !  can  it  be  ?,  anfwej:  m?> 

And  fpeak  in  Ihorr,  what  my  ^cc^^^^  tranfpQrt 
May  overdo. 

^ge.  Since  in  few  words,  my  Royal  Lpfd,  you  ask 
To  know  the  truth'.  King  Polybns  is  dead. 

Oed.  O  all  you  Pow’rs,  is’c  poflible  ?  what>  dead  ! 
But  that  the  Tempeft  of  my  joy  may  rife 
By  juft  degrees, ^and  hit  at  laft  the  S:ars: '  * 

Say,,  how,  how  dy’d  he^  JHa.'  by  Sword,  by  Fjre, 

Or  Water  ?  by  Aflaflinates,  or  Poyfon  ?  fpeak : 

Or  did  he  languifh  under  fome  difeafe  ? 

Of  nodiftemper,  of  qoblaft  hedy’d, 

But  fell  like  Autumn-Fruit  ibat  m^lowM  long : 

Ev’n  wonder’d  at,  becaufe  be  d;yopt  no  fponer^ 

Fqte  feem’d  to  wind  him  up  (qf  fourfcqyp  years 
Yet  frefhly  ran  he  on  ten  Winters  more : 

Till,  like  a  Clock  wotnpul  with  eating  time. 

The  Wheels  of  weary  life  at  lall  flood  ftill. 

Oed.  O,  let  me  prefs  thee  in  my  youthful  arms. 
And  fmother  thy  old  aM  jq  piy  . 

Y^  Jh^bans^ 
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Old  Potyhtts^  the  King  my  Father’s  dead. 

Fires  (hall  be  kindled  in  tht  midft  of  Thtbes : 

IW  midft  of  Tumults,  Wars,  and  Peftilencej 
I  will  rejoice  for  his  death. 

Know,  be  it  known  to  the  limits  of  the  World ; 

Yet  farther,  let  it  pafs.  yon  dazling  roof. 

The  manlion  of  the  Gods,  and  ftrike  ’em  deaf 
With  everlafting  peals  of  Thundring  joy. 

Tir:  Fate!  Nature!  Fortune!  What  is  all  this  World  ? 
Oed.  Now,  Dotard  •,  now,  thou  blind  old  wizard  Prophet 
Where  are  your  boding  Ghofts,^  your  Altars  now. 

Your  Birds  of  knowledge,  that  in  duisky  Air, 

Chatter  Futurity  *,  and  where  are  now 
Your  Oracles,  'lhat  call’d  me  Parricide  ? 

Is  he  not  dead  ?  deep  laid  in’s  Monument  ? 

And  was  not  1  in  Thebes  when  Fate  attack’d  him  ? 

Avant,  begon,  you  Vizors  of  the  Gods !  , 

Were  I  as  other  Sons,  now  I  fliould  weep  ; 

But  as  I  am,  I’vre  reafon  to  rejoyce : 

And  will,  tho’  his  cold  (hade  (hould  rife  and  blaft  me. "" 

O,  for  t.his  death,  let  Waters  break  their  bounds. 

Rocks,  Valleys,  Hills,  with  fpHtting /o’s  ring : 

/o,  Jocajia^  lo  p£an  fing7 

Tir,  Who  would  not  now  conclude  a  happy  end  ? 

But  all  Fate’s  turns  ar&fwift  and  unexpected. 

Your  Royal  Mother  Merope^  as  if 
She  had  no  Soul  fince  you  forfook  the  Land, 

Waves  all  the  neighb’ring  Princes  that  adore  her.  (  ' 
Oed.  Waves  all  thfe  Princes  I  poor  heart  /  for  what,0  fpeak 
^<t^ge.  She,  tho’ in  full-blown  flow’r  of  glorious  beauty. 
Grows  cold,  ev’n,  in  the  Summer  of  her  Age : 

An(J  for  your  fake  has  fworn  tp  dye  unmarry’d. 

Oed.  How.'  for  my  fake,  dye,  and  hot  marry  •'  O, 

My  fit  returns. 

•  ^ge.  This  Diamond  with  a  thoufand  kifles  blelt, 

With  thoufand  fighs  and  wifhes  for  your  fafety. 

She  charg’d  me  give  you,  with  the  general  homage 
Of  our  Corinthian  Lords. 

Oed.  There’s'Magick  in  it,  take  it  from  my  fight  9 
There’s  not  a  beam  it  darts,,  but  carries  Hell, 

Hot  flalhing  luft,  and  Necromantick  Inceft : 

Take  it  from  thefe  fick  eyes.  Oh  hide  it  fron)  me. 

No,  my  jocafia^  tho’  Thebes  me  out> 


50  0  E  D  I  P  V  S. 

While  Mrope’s  alive,  I’lc  neVe  return  • 

O,  rather  let  me  walk  round  the  wide  World 
A  beggar,  than  accept  a  Diadem  .  ' 

On  fuch  abhorrM  conditions.  •  . 

Joe.  You  make,  my  Lord,  your  own  unhippincfs. 

By  thefe  extravagant  and  needlefs  fears. 

Oed.  Needlefs !  O,  all  you  Gods  1  by  Heav’n  I’d  rather 
Embrue  my  arms  up  to  iriy  very  Ihoulders 
In  the  dear  entrails  of  the* belt  of  Fathers,, 

Than  offer  at  the  execrable  aft 

Of  damned  Inceft :  therefore  no  more  of  her. 

And  why,  O  facred  Sir,  if  Slibjedls  may 
Prefume  to  look  into  their  Monarch’s  breaft. 

Why  fliould  the  chaft  and  fpotlefs  Merope 
Infufe  fach  thoughts  as  1  mult  blufh  to  name  ? 

Oid.  Becaufe  the  God- of  didTorewarn  mCi^ 

With  thundring  Oracles. 
ty£ge.  IV^y  I  intreat  to  know ’em  ? 

Oed.  Yes,  my  zy£geofj\  but  the  fad  remembrance  ; 

Qiiite  blafts  my  Soul fee  then  the  fv^cliing  Prieft ' 

Methinks  I  have  his  Image  now  in  viewy 
H«m»oants  the  Tr/po/ in  a  minutes  fpace,, 

His  clouded  head  knocks  at  the  Temple  roof. 

While  from  his  mouth 
Thefe  difmal  words  are  heard  v 

”  Fly,  wretch,  whom  Fate  has  doom’d  tby  Father’s  blood  to  fpilf,, 
’’And  with  prepeftrous  Births  thy  Mother’s  Womb  to  fill. 

Is  this  the  Caufe 

Why  you  refufe  the  Diadem  of  Corinth} 

O^cd.  The  Caufe!  why.  Is  it  not  a  monftrous  one  ? 
f^ge.  Great  Sir,  you  may  return  y  and  tho-  you  fhould. 

.Enjoy  the  Qijeen  f  which  all  the  Gods  forbid ) 

The  ad  would  prove  no  iheeft. 

Oed.  How,  C£gtori 

Tho’ I  enjoy’d  my  Mother,  not  inceftuous' 

Thou  rav’ft,.  and  fo  do  I,  and  thtfe  all  catch 
My  madnefsy  look,  they’re  dead  with  deep  diflradion : 

Not  Inceft !  what,  not  Inceft  with Mother  ? 
ty£ge.  My  Lord,  Q^ieen  Aferope  is  not  your  Mother- 
Oed.  Ha !  did  I  hear  thee  right  ?  not  M&rope 
My  Mother !  r  . .  , 

Nor  was  Polyhus  your  Father. 

Oed^.  Then  all  my  days  and  nightsmuft  now  be  fpent 
Tn  curious  fearch,  to  find  out  thofe  dark  Parents 
Who  gave  me  to  the  World  y  fpeak  then  t/^gcon.^, 

By  all  ihe  Gods  Cceleftial  and  loferflal, 

B, 
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B/  all  the  tyes  of  Nature,  blood  aud  friendihip, 
Conceal  not  from  this  rackM  defpairing  King 
A  point  or  fmalleft  grain^of  what  thou  know’ft : 
Speak  then,  O  anfwer  to  my  doubts  diredly. 

If  Royal  Tolybus  was  not  my  Father, 

Why  was  1  call’d  his  Son  ? 

He,  from  ray  Arms, 

Receiv’d  you  as  the  faireft  Gift  of  Nature. 

Not  but  you  were  adorn’d  with  all  the  Riches 
That  Empire  could  beftow  in  coftly  Mantles 
Upon  its  Infant  Heir. 

Oed.  But  was  I  made  the  Heir  of  Ccrimbh  Crown 
Bccaufe  ^g€on\  hand  prefented  me  ? 

<i/£ge.  By  my  advice. 

Being  pafl;  all  hope  of  Children, 

'He  took,  embrac’d,  aqd  own’d  you  for  his  Son. 

Oed.  Perhaps  1  then  am  yours  •,  inftrudt  me.  Sir : 
If  it  be  fo.  I’ll  kneel  and  weep  before  you, 

With  all  th’  obedience  of  a  penitent  Child, 
Imploring  pardon. 

Kill  me  if  you  pleafe, 

1  will  not  writhe  my  Body  at  the  wound: 

But  fink  upon  your  feet  with  a  lail  Hgb, 

Arid  ask  forgivenefs  with  my  dying  hands. 

O  rife,  and  call  not  to  this  aged  Cheek 
The  little  blood  which  Ihould  keep  warm  my  heart  ^ 
You  are  not  mine,  nor  ought  I  to  be  blelt 
With  fuch  a  God-like  ofF-fpring:  Sir  1  found  you 
Upon  the  Mount  Citharon, 

Oed.  O  fpeak,  go  on,  the  Air  grows  fenlible 
Of  the  great  things  you  utter,  and  is  calm : 

The  jhurry’d  Orbs,  with  Storms  fo  rack’d  of  late, 
Seem  to  ftand  ftil),  as  if  that  Jove  were  talking. 
Citharonl  fpeak,  the. Vally  of  | 

vdEge.  Oft-times  before  I  thither  did  refort. 
Charm’d  with  the  Converfation  of  a  Man 
Who  led  a  rural  life,  and  had  command 
OVe  all  the  Shepherds  who  about  thofe  Vales 
Tended  their  numerous  Flocks:  in  this  Man’s  Arms 
I  faw  you  Tmiliog  at  a  fatal  Dagger 
Whofe  point  he  often  offer’d  at  your  throat ; 

But  then  you  fmil’d,  and  then  he  drew  it  back*, 
Then  lifted  it  again,  you  fmil’d  again : 

Till  he  at  laft  in  fury  threw  it  from  him, 
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And  cry’d  aloud,  the  Gods  forbid  thy 
Then  I  ruftiM  in,  and,  after  fbme  diftourfev  . 

To  me  he  did  bequeath  your  innoceot  life'^ 

And  I,  the  welcome  care  to 
Oed.  To  whom  belongs  the  Matter  of  the  Shepherds  ?’ 

His  name  1  knew  not,  or  have  1  forgot. 

That  he  was  of  the  Family  of  Lajus^ 

1  will  remember. 

Oed.  And  is  your  Friend  alive  ?  for  if  he  be 
ni  buy  his  prefence,  tho"^  it  colt  my  Growm 
t/££e.  Your  menial  Attendants  belt  can  tell 
Whether  he  lives^  or  not ;  and  who  has  now 
His  place.  ^  ^ 

Joe.  Winds  bear  me  to  fome  barren  Ifland, 

Where  print  of  humane  Feet  was  never  Iten, 

0*re- grown  with  Weeds  of  fuch  a  monftrous  height^ 
Their  baleful  tops  are  wafh’d  with  bellying  Clouds, 
Beneath  whofe  venomous  (hade  I  may  have  vent 
For  horrour,  that  would  blaft  ibe^ Barbarous  World. 

Oed.  If  there  be  any  here  that  knows  the  perfon 
Whom  he  deferib’d,  1  charge  him  on  his  life 
To  fpcak ;  concealment  Ihall  be  ttidden^  deaths 
But  he  who  brings  him  forth,  fball  have  reward 
Beyond  Ambition’s  luft. 

Tyr.  His  nan>e  is  Phorbas  : 

Jocafia  knows  him  welly  but  if  I  may 
Advife,  Reft  where  you  arc,  and  feek  nb  farther. 

Oed.  Then  all  goes  well.  Since  Phorbas  is  fecurM 


By  my  Jocafia.  Hafte,  and  bring  him  forth : 

My  Love,  my  Queen,  give  Orders.  Ha  /  what  means 
Thefe  Tears  and  Groans,  and  Struglings  ?  fpeak  my  Fair^, 
What  are  thy  troubles  ?  > 

Joe.  Yours  y  and  yours  are  mine  : 

Let  me  conjure  you  take  the  Prophets  Counfel, 

And  let  this  Phorbas  go. 

Oed.  Not  for  the  World. 

By  all  the  Gods,  1*11  know  my  birth,  tho*  deatl^ 

Attends  the  fearch :  1  have  already  pall 
The  middle  of  the  Stream  y  and  to  return 
Seems  greater  labour,  than  to  venture  o’re. 

Therefore  prbduce  him. 

Joe.  Once  more,  by  the  Gods, 

1  beg,  my  OedipHs^  my  Lord,  my  Life, 

My  lovei  my  all,  my  only  utmoft  hope. 
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I  beg  you  banifli  Fhorbas  :  €),  the  Gods^ 

I  kneel,  that  you  may  grant  this  Hrft  requefi:. 
lieny  me  all  things  elfe  ^  but  for  my  &ke. 

And  as  you  prize  your  own  eternal  quiet. 

Never  let  Thorhas  come  into  your  prcftncc, 

Oed.  You  muft  be  rus’d,  and  Phorbas  fliall  appear, 

Tho’ his  dread  eyes  were  ;  Guards,  haltc, 

Search  the  Queens  Lodgings  y  find  and  force  him  hither. 

[^Exeunt  Guards, 

Joe,  O,  OedipHSi  yet  lend. 

And  ftop  their  entrance,  eVc  it  be  too  late : 

Unlefs  you  wifh  to  fee  Jocafta  rent 
With  Furies,  flain  odt-right  with  meer  diftra^tion. 

Keep  from  your  eyes  and  mine  the  dreadful  phorbas. 

Forbear  this  fearchs  I’ll  think  you  more  than  mortal : 

Will  you  yet  hear  me  ? 

Oed,  Tempefts  will  be  heard,- 
And  Waves  will  dafh,  tho’ JLocks  thdr  bafis  keep-rr: — - 
But  fee,  they  Enter.  If  thou  truly  lov’ft  me,' 

Either  forbear  this  fubjed,  or  retire. 

Enter  HxmoTiy  Gaardsy  Phorbas. 

Joe.  Prepare  then,  wretched  Prince,  prepare  to  hear 
A  ftory,  that  fhall  turn  thee  into  Stone, 

Could  there 'be  hewVa  a  monitrous  Gap  in  Nature, 

A  flaw  made  through  the  Center,  by  fome  God, 

Through  which  the  groans  of  Gfaolls  might  ftrike  thy  cars. 

They  would  not  wound  thee,  as  this  Story  will. 

Hark,  hark !  a  hojlow  Voice  calls  out  aloud, 

Jocafi^ytsr  I’ll  to  the  Royal  Bed, 

Where  firfb  the  Myfteries  of  our  loves  were  a£ted. 

And  double  dye  it  with  imperial  Crimfon  $ 

Tear  off  this  curling  hair. 

Be  gorg’d  with  Fire,  ftab  every  ^ital  part,^ 

And,  when  at  lalb  I’m  flain,  to  Crown  the  borrour 
My  j^or  tormented  Ghoft  fhall  cleave  the  ground. 

To  try  if  Hell  can  yet  more  deeply  wound. 

Oed.  She’s  gone  v  and  as  fbe  went,  methought  her  eyes 
Grew  larger,  while  a  thoufand  frantick  Spirits 
Seething,  like  riling  bubbles,  on  the  brim. 

Peep’d  from  the  Watry  brink,  and  glow’d  upon  me. 

I’ll  feek  no  more  j  but  hufh  my  Genious  up 
That  throws  me  oniiy  Fate.— Impdflible ! 
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O  wretched  Man,  whofetoo  to  bufy  thoughts  /  *  ' 

Ride  fwifter  than  the  galloping  Heav’ns  round. 

With  an  eternal  hurry  of  the  Soul: 

Nay  there’s  a  time  when  cv’n  the  fowling  year 
Seems  to  ftand  ftill,  dead  Calms  are  in  the  Ocean, 

When  not  a  breath  difturbs  the  drowzy  Waves :  - 

But  Man,  the  very  Monfter  of  the  World, 

Is  ne’re  at  rcfl:,  the  Soul  for  ever  wakes. 

Come  then,  fince  Deftiny  thus  drives  us  on. 

Let’s  know  the  bottom.  HAmon^  you  1  fent :  • 

Where  is  that  " 

JiAm.  Here,  my  Royal  Lord. 

Oed.  Speak  firft,  zy£geon^  fay,  is  this  the  Man  ? 

^y£ge.  My  Lord  it  is  :  Tho’  time  has  plough’d  that  face. 

With  many  furrows  fince  I  faw  it  firft  ^ 

Yet  Tm  too  well  acquainted  with  the  ground,  quite  to  forget  it. 

Oed.  Peace  j  ftand  back  a  while. 

Come  hither  Friend  *,  I  hear  thy  name  is  Phorhas. 

Why  doft  thou  turn  thy  face?  I  charge  thee  anfwcr 
To  what  I  (hall  enquire  :  Wert  thou  not  once 
The  Servant  of  King  Lajns  here  in  Thebes  ? 

Phor,  I  was,  great  Sir,  his  true  and  faithful  Servant ; 

Born  and  bred  up  in  Court,  no  forreign  Slave.  , 

Oed.  What  Office  hadft  thou  ?  what  was  thy  Employment 
Phor.  He  made  me  Lord  of  all  his  Rural  pleafures  j 
For  much  he  lov’d ’em:  oft  I  entertain’d 
With  fpor ting  o’re  whom  I  had  command. 

Oed.  Where  was  thy  Refidence  ?  to  what  part  o’th’  Country 
Did  ft  thou  moft  frequently, refort  ? 

Phor.  To  Mount  and  the  pleafant  Vallies 

Which  all  about  lye  ffiadowing  its  large  feet. 

Oed.  Come  forth  9y£geon.  Ha !  why  ftarts  thou,  Phorbas  I 
Forward,  I  fay,  and  Face  to  Face  confront  him. 

Look  wiftly  on  him,  through  him  if  thou  can’ft, 

And  tell  me  on  thy  Life,  fay,  doft  thou  know  him  5 
Did’ft  thou  e’re  fee  him?  converfe  ^th  him  v 
Near  Mount  Citharon  ? 

Phor.  Who,  my  Lord,  this  Man? 

Oed.  This  Man,  this  old,  this  venerable  Man  r 
Speak,  ^lidft  thou  ever  meet  Wra  there  ?  , 

Phor.  Where,  facred  Sir  ? 

Oed.  Near  Mount  anfwer  tothe  purpofei 

’Tis  a  King  fpeaks  •,  and  Royal  minutes  are 
Qf  much  more  worth  than  thoufand  Vulgar  years : 
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bid’ft  thou  e’r«  fee.  this  Man  near  Mount  Cith^ron  ? 

Phor,  Molt  furc,  my  Lord,  1  have  fcen  lines  like  thofe 
His  Vifage  bears*,  but  know  not  where  nor  when. 

Is’t  poffibic  you  (hould  forget  your  ancient  Friend  ? 
There  are  perhaps 

Particulars*  which  may  excite  your  dead  remembrance. 

Have  you  forgot  I  took  an  Infant  from  you* 

Doom’d  to  be  murder’d  in  that  gloomy  Vale  : 

The  fwadling-bands  were  Purple,  wrought  with  Gold, 

Have  you  forgot  too  how  you  wept  and  begg’d 
That  I  Ihould  breed  him  up,  and  ask  no  more  ? 

Phor.  What-e’re  I  begg’d  j  thou,  like  a  Dotard,  Ipeak’ft 
More  than  is  requifite:  and  what  of  this  ? 

Why  is  it  mention’d  now  ?  and  why,  O  why 
Doft  thou  betray  the  Secrets  of  thy  Friend  ? 

Be  not  too  rafti.  That  Infant  grew  at  laft 
A  King :  and  here  the  happy  Monarch  ftands. 

Phor,  Ha  whither  would’ft  thou  ?  O  what  haft  thou  utter’d  f 
For  what  thou  haft  faid.  Death  ftrike  thee  dumb  for  ever. 

Oed.  Forbear  to  Curfe  the  innocent  *,  and  be 
Accurft  thy  felf,  thou  ftiifting  Traytor,  Villain, 

Damn’d  Hypocrite,  equivocating  Slave. 

Phor.  O  Heav’ns !  wherein,  my  Lord,  have  I  offended  ? 

Oed.  Why  fpeak  you.  not  according  to  my  charge  ? 

Bring  forth  the  Rack :  fince  mildnefi  cannot  win  you. 

Torments  fhall  force. 

•  Phor.  Hold,  bold,0  dreadful  Siry 
You  will  not  Rack  an  innocent  old  man. 

_  Oed.  Speak  then. 

Phor.  Alas,  what  would  you  have  me  lay  ? 

Oed.  Did  this  old  man  take  from  your  Arms  an  Infant  ? 

Phor.  He  did  :  And,  Oh  -'  I  wilh  to  all  the  Gods, 

Phorbas  had  pcrifh’d  in  that  very  moment. 

Oed.  Moment !  Thou  flialt  be  hours,  days,  years  a  dying. 

Here,  bind  his  hands  V  he  dallies  with  my  fury : 

But  1  fhall  find  a  way— — — 

Phor,  My  Lord,  I  faid 
I  gave  the  Infant  to  him. 

Oed.  Was  he  thy  own,  or  given  thee  by  another  ? 

Phor.  He  was  not  mine  *,  but  given  me  by  another. 

Oed.  Whence  !  and  from  whom  ?  what  City  ?  of  what  Houfe^ 
Phor.  O,  Royal  Sir,  I  bow  me  to  the  ground,. 

Would  I  could  fink  beneath  it :  by  the  Gods, 

1  do  Coniure  you  to  enquire  no  more.  ^ 
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Of/.  Furies  and  Hell!  Ht.mQn^  bring  forth  the  Rtclc,; 
Fetch  hither  Cords,  and  Knives,  and  S^ilpbui^ous  flames  • 

He  (hall  be  bound,  and  gafliM,  his  skin  flead  off, 

And  burnt  alive. 

Pkr.  O  fpare  my  age., 

Of/  Rife  then,  and  fpeak. 

Thw,  Dread  Sir,  I  will. 

Otd.  Who  gave  that  Infant  to  thee  ? 

Thor,  One  of  King  Family. 

Oed,  O,  you  immortal  Gods '  but  fay,  who  was’t  ? 
Which  of  the  Family  of  La^us  gave  it  ? 

A  Servant  *,  or  one  of  the  Royal-Blood  ? 

Thor,  O  Wretched  State!  I  dye,  unlefs  I  fpeak ; 

And,  if  1  fpeak,  mofl:  certain  death  attends  me ! 

Oed,  Thou  (halt  not  dye.  Speak  then,  who  was  it  ?  fpeak, 
While  I  have  fenfc  to  underftand  the  horrour  \ 

For  I  grow  cold. 

Thor,  The  Queen  told  me 
It  was  her  Son  by  Lajut, 

Oed.  O  you  Gods !— ^But  did  Ihe  give  it  thee ? 

Thor,  My  Lord,  fiie  did. 

Oed,  Wherefore  ?  for  what  ?— O  break  not  yet  my  heart, 
Tho’  my  eyes  borft,  no  matter :  wilt  thou  tell  me^ 

Or  mult  1  ask  for-ever  ?  for  what  end  ? 

Why  gave  (he  thee  her  Child  t 

Thor,  To  murder  it.  ^ 

^  Oed,  O  more  than  favage !  murder  her  own  bowels/ 
Without  a  Caufe 

Thor,  There  was  a  dreadful  one. 

Which  had  foretold,  that  mofb  unhappy  Son' 

Should  kill  his  Father,  and  enjoy  bis  Mother. 

Of/ But,  one  thing  more, 

JocaJi^  told  me  thou  wert  by  the  Chariot 

When  the  old  King  was  flain  ?  Speak,  I  conjure  thee. 

For  1  lhall  never  ask  thee  ought  again. 

What  was  the  number  of  th’ Aflafllnalcs? 

Thor,  The  dreadful  deed  was  ailed  but  by  on^  V 
And  fure  that  one  had  much  of  your  refcmblancc. 

Oed.  ’Tis  well!  I  thank  you  Cods!  ’tis wondrous" weH! 
Daggers,  andPoyfpn  ^  O  there  is  no  heed 
For  my  difpatch  \  and  you,  you. mere ilefs  Pow’rs, 

Hord  up  your  Thunder-ftones }  ;kcep>.;ksep  yohr  Bo^cs 
For  Crimes  of  little  note.  \ 

'  Mr,  Help,  help,  and  bow  him  gently  forward 
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Chafe,  chafe  his  Temples :  how  (ht  mighty  Spirits, 

Half  llraogled  with  the  damp  his  for  rows  rais’d, 

Struggle  for  vent :  but  fee,  he  breaths  Sgain, 

And  vigorous  Nature  breaks,  through  all  oppofition. 

H6w  fares  my  Royal  Friend  ? 

Oed,  The  worfe  for  you..  ' 

O  barbarous  men,  and  on ihe  hated  light,  '  ^ 

Why  did  you  force  me  b^:  to  enrfe  the  day  j. 

To  curfe  my  Friends  ^  toDlaft  wit^  this  dark  breath 
The  yet  untainted  Earth  and  dteling  Air? 

To  raife  new  Plagues,  and  call  new  Vengeance  down, 

Why  did  you  tempt  the  Gods,  and  dare  tatouch  me? 

Mechinks  there’s  not.  a' hand  that  grafps  this  Hell 

But  ihould  run  np  like  Flax  all  blazing  fire.  '  ^ 

Stand  from  this  fpot,  1  wifh  you  as  my  Friends, 

And  come  not  near  me,  left  the  gaping  Earth 

Swallow  you  too - Lo,  I,  am  gone  already. 

Drms^  and  claps  his  ^word  to  his  breafi^  mhiclf 
jirikef  away  with  his  foot,  - 

Mr,  You  fliall  no  more  be  trufted  with  your  life :  -  ' 

Creon^  Alcander^  Hamon^  help  to  hold  him.  ^  " 

Oed,  Cruzl  Adrafins  I  viilt  thoi\  ‘liamon,^  too? 

Are  thefe  the  Obligations,  of  niy  Frien^is, 

O  worfethan  worft  of  my  mofl;  barjbierous  Foes ! 

Dear,  dear  Adrafias,  loo^  yyith  half  an  eye  ‘ . 

On  my  unheard  of  Woes,  and  judge  thy  felf. 

If  it  be  fit  that  fuch  a  wretch  fhould  live  ! 

O,  by  thefe  melting  Eyes,  unus’d  to  weep. 

With  all  the  low  fubmiflions  of  a  Slave, 

1  do  conjure  thee  give  my  horrours  way  ^ 

Talk  not  of  life,  for  that  will  make  me  rave : 

As  well  thou  may ’ft  advife  a  tortur’d  wretch,  ^ 

All  mangled  o’re  from  head  to  foot  with  wounds. 

And  his  bones  bre^e,  to  wait  a  better  day. 

Adr,  My  Lbrd,  you  a^  me  things  impofiibic  ^ 

And  I  with  Juftice  fhould  be  thought  your  Foe, 

To  leav^ou  in  this  Tempeft  of  your  Soul.  " 

Adr.  Tho’  banifh’d  Thebes,^  in  Corinth  you  may  Reign 
Th’  Infernal  Pow’rs  themfelvcs  cxadl  no  more : 

Calm  then  your  rage,,  and  once  more  Peek  the  Gods. 

Oed,  i’ll  have  no  more  to  do  with  Gods,  nor  Men  : 

Hioce  from  my  Arms,  ayant.  Enjoy  thy  Mother  I 

Whaf 
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What,  violate,  with  Beftial  appetite. 

The  facred  Veils  that  wrapt  thee  yet  unborn,  ' 

This  is  not  to  be  born ;  hence  *,  off,  Lfay  ; 

For  they  who  lett  my  Vengeance,  make  themfdycs 
Accomplices  in  my  moft  horrid  gnilt. 

Adr.  Let  it  be  To*,  we’Ii fence  Heav’ns  fury  from  you,  ' 

And  fuffer  all  together :  This  perhaps, 

When  mine  comes,  may  help  to  break  your  fall. 

O  that,  as  oft  1  have  at  feen 
The  Stage  arife,  and  the  big  Clouds  defeend  i  . 

So  now  in  very  deed  I  might  behold  ;  .  ‘ 

The  pond’rous  Earthy  and  all  yon  marble  Roof 

Meet,  like  the  hands  of  Jov^y  and  crulh  Mankind : ;  '] 

For  all  the  Elements,  and  all  the  Pow’rs  ‘ 

Celeftial,  nayr  Tcrreflrial  and  Infernal,  ;  / 

Gonfpire  the  rack  of  out-caft  _ 

Fall  da rknefs  then,  and  everlaftin^  nighf . 

Shadow  the  (j Idbe  ♦, '  may  tjhe  Sun.neyer dawn, 

The-Silver  Moon  be  blotted  from  her  Orb  i 
And  for  an  Univerfafrout  of  hfature 
Through  all  the  inmoft  Chambers  of  the  Sky, 

May  there  not  be  a  glimpfe,  one  Starry  fpark, 

But  Gods  meet  Gods,  and  juftlein  the  dark. 

That  jars  may  rife,  and  wrath  Divine  be  hurl’d, 

Which  may  to  Atoms  Ihake  the  folid  World.  ’  , 
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ACT  V;  SCENE  I. 


Creon,  Alcander,  Pyractnon.* 


Cre.  ^“^HEBES  is  at  length  my  own  *,  and  all  my  wifliesj 
X  Which  furc  were  great  as  Royalty  e’re  form’d^ 

Fortune  and  my  aufpicious  Stars  have  Crown’d. 

O  Diadem,  thou  Center  of  ambition^ 

Where  all  its  different  Lines,  arc  reconcil’d> 

As  if  thou  wert  the  burning-glafs  of  Glory ! 

Pyr.  Might  1  be  Counfellor,  I  wou’d  intreat  you 
To  cool  a  little,  Sir , 

Find  out  EurySce  j  " 

And,  with  the  refolution  of  a  man 

Mark’d  out  for  greatnefs,  give  the  fatal  Choice 

Of  death  or  marriage. 

Ale.  Survey  curs’d  Oedifusy  < 

As  one  who,  tho’  unfortunate*  ’s  belov’d. 

Thought  innocent,  and  therefore  much  lamented  ^ . 

By  all  the  Thebans  j  you  muft  mark  him  dead  : . 

Since  nothing  but  his  death,  not  banifhmejQt,  . 

Can  give  afliirance  to  your  doubtful  Reign.  ^ 

Cre.  Well  have  you  done,  to  fnatch  me  from  the  {form 
Of  racking  Tranfport,  where  the  little  ftreams 
Of  Love,  Revenge,  and  all  the  under  paffions,'  ' 

As  waters  are  by  lucking  Whirl-pools  drawn. 

Were  quite  devour’d  in  the  vaft  Gulph  of  Empire : 

Therefore,  Fyrnemm^  as  you  boldly  urg’d, 

Enridice  lhall  dye,  or  be  my  Bride. 

Alcander^  Summon  to  their  Mafter’s  aid  ^ 

My  Menial  Servants,  and  all  thofe  whom  change 
Of  State,  and  hope  of  the  new  Monarch’s  favour. 

Can  win  to  take  our  part :  Away.  What  now  ?  AI:aader. 

Enter  H^emon* 

When  Hmm  weeps,  without  the  help  of  Ghofts, 

I  may  foretell  there  is  a  fatal  Caufe/ 

-  H4m.  Is’t  polTiblc  you  fhould  be  ignorant 

Of  what  has  happen’d  to  the  defperate  King  ?  - 

-  ,  I  ■  .  'Cre"; 
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Cre.  I  know  no  more>  but  that  he  was  conduced 
Into  his  Clofet,  where  I  faw  him  fling 
His  trembling  Body  on  the  Royal  Bed: 

All  left  him  there,  at  his  dcfire,  alone :  * 

But  fure  no  ill,  unlefs  he  dy’d  with  grief, 

Could  happen,  for  you  bore  his  Sword  away. 

Ham.  1  did,  and,  having  lock’d  the  door,  Iftood, 
And  through  a  chink  I  found,  not  only  heard. 

But  faw  him,  when  he  thought  no  eye  beheld  him  : 

At  firfl,  deep  fig hs  heav’d  from  his  wofial  heart. 
Murmurs  and  groans,  that  fliook  the  outward  Rooms,. 
And  art  thou  ftill  alive,  Oh  wretch/  hecry’d/ 

Then  groan’d  again,  as  if  his  Ibrrowful  Soul 
Had  crack?d  the  firings  of  Life,  and  bur  ft  away. 

Cre.  I  weep  to  hcarj  how  then  fhould  1  have  griev’d 
Had  1  beheld  this  wondrous  heap  of  Sorrow ! 

But,  £0  the  fatal  period. 

H<tm.  Thrice  he  ftruck. 

With  all  his  force,  his  hollow- groaning  breaft, 

And  thus,  with  out- cries,  to  himfe^f  complain’d. 

But  thou  canft  weep  then,  and  thou  think’ft  ’tis  well,, 
Thefe  bubbles  of  the  flialloweft  empii^ft  forrow,, 

Which  Children  vent  for  toys,  and  Women  rain 
For  any  Trifle  their  fond  Hearts  are  fet  on  5 
Yet  thefe  thou  think’ft  are  ample  fatisfadlion 
For  bloudieft  Murder,  and  for  burning  Luft  : 

No,  Parricide,  if  thou  muft  weep,  wecpbloud^. 

Weep  Eyes,  inftead  of  Tears  :  O,  by  the  Gods, 

’Tis  greatly  thought,  he  cry’d,  and  fits  my  woes. 

Which  faid,  he  fmil’d  revengefully,  and  leapt 
Upon  the  floor  ^  thence  gating  at  the  Skies, 

His  Eye- halls  fiery  Red,  and  glowing  vengeance, 

Gods,  1  accufe  you  not,  tho’l  no  more 

Will  view  your  Heav’n,  till  with  more  durable  glafles, 

The  mighty  Soul’s  immortal  Perfpedives, 

I  find  your  dazling  Beings :  Take,  he  cry’d, 

T^ke,  Eyes,  your  laft,  your  fatal  farewell-view. 

When  with  a  groan,  that  feem’d  the  call  of  Death, 
With  horrid  force  lifting  his  impious  hands. 

He  fnatch’d,  he  tore,  from  forth  their  bloody  Orbs, 

The  Balls  of  fight,  and  dafli’d  ’em  on  the  ground.  - 

Cre.  A  Mafter-piece  of  horroury  new  and  dreadful  1  . 

Ham.  I  ran  to  fuccour  him ;  but,  oh!  £00  late; 
he  had  pluck’d  the  remnant  firings  away. 
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What  then  remains,  but  that  I. find  Tirejtas^  J 

Who,  with  his  Wifdom,  may  allay  thofe  Furies 

That  haunt  his  gloomy  Soul  ?  {^£4;,  v.. 

Cre,  Heav’n  will  reward 
Thy  care  ^  molt  honeft^  faithful,  foolifli  Bamon 
But  fee,  Jlcander  enters^  well  attended.  '  - 

•* 

'  ^  / 

E»t€r  Meander,  attended. 

I  fee  thou  haft  been  diligent. 

^Ic.  Nothing  thefe. 

For  Number,  to  the  Crouds  that  foon  will  follow  j 
Be  refolute, 

And  call  your  utmoft  Fury  to  revenge. 

Cre.  Ha !  thou  haft  given 
Th’-Alarm  to  Cruelty,  and  never  may 
Thefe  eyes  be  clos’d,  till  they  behold  Jdrafius 
Stretch’d  at  the  feet  Of  falfe  Eurydice. 

But  fee,  they’re  here J  retire  a  while,  and  mark. 

£»fer  Adraftus,  Eurydice^  attended, 

Adr.  Alas,  Enrydiee^  what  fond  rafh  man, 

Wnat  inconliderate  and  ambitious  Fool, 

That  ftiali  hereafter  read  the  Fate  of  Oedipus ^ 

Will  dare,  with  his  frail  hand,'  to  grafp  a  Scepter  ? 

Eur.  ’Tistrue,  a  Crown  feems  dreadful,,  andlwilh 
That  you  and  1,  more  lowly  plac’d,  might  pafs. 

Our  fofter  hours  in  humble  Cells  away :  , 

Not  but  I  love  you  to  that  Infinite  height,  ‘ 

1  could  (O  wondrous  proof  of  fierceft  Love) 

Be  greatly  wretched  in  a  Court  with  you. 

Take  then  this  moft  lov’d  innocence  away  ^ 

Fly  from  tumultuous  Thebe^s^ 

From  blood  and  Murder,  / 

Fly  from  the  Author  of  all  Villanks, 

Rapes,  Death,  and  Treafon,  from  that  Fury  Creo»  • 

Vouchfafe  that  1,  o^rc-joy’d,  may  bear  you  hence. 

And  at  your  Feet  prefent  the  Crowa  bf  Ar^os. 

Creon  and  Attendants  come  up  to  him.  „ 

I  have  o’re-heard  thy  black  defign, 

And  therefore,  as  a  Tray  tor  fo  this  State, 

I2  Death 
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Death  ought  to  be  thy  Lot :  let  it  fuffice 
That  Thebes  furveys  thee  as  a  Prince  j  abufe  not 
Her  proffer’d  mercy,  but  retire  betimes. 

Left  (he  repent  and  haften  on  thy  Doom. 

Mn  Think  not,  moft  abjeft, 

Moft  abhorM  of  Men, 
uidraftHs  will  vouchfafe  to  anfwer  thee  y 
Thebansy  to  you  1  juftifiemy  Love: 

I  have  addrefs’d  my  Prayers  to  this  fair  Princefs: 

But,  if  1  ever  meant  a  violence, , 

Or  thought  to  Ravifh,  as  that  Traytor  did, 

,  What  huajbleft  Adorations  could  not  win  *, 

Brand  me,  you  Gods,  blot  me  with  foul  difhonour, 

And  let  men  curfe  me  by  the  name  of  Greon. 

Enr,  Hear  me,  O  Thebans^  if  you  dread  the  wra- 
Of  her  whom  Fate  ordain’d  to  be  your  Queen, 

Hear  me,  and  dare  not,  as  you  prize  your  lives. 

To  take  the  part  of  that  Rebellious  Traytor. 

By  the  Decree  of  Royal  Oedipus^ 

By  Queen  Jocaflah  order,  by  what’s  more. 

My  own  dear  Vows  of  everlafting  Love, 

1:  here  refign  to  ^drajim  Arms 
All  that  the  World  can  make  me  Miftrefs  oL 
Cre.  O  perjur’d  Woman !  ,  . 

Draw  all  j  and  when  1  give. the  word,  fall  on.> 

'Ijaytor,  refign  the  Princefs,  or  this  n(ioment 
Expert,  with.all  thofe  moft  unfortunate  wretches,. 

Upon  this  fpoi  ftraight  to  be  hewn  in  pieces.i 
Jdr..  No,  V  illain,  no  *,  ' 

With  twice  thofe  odds  of  men, 

L  doubt  not  in  this  Caufe 
To  vanquifh  thee.. 

Captain^  remetpbtr  to  your  care  1  give 
My  Love, ^  ,  ten  thoufand  thoufand  times  more  dears 
Than  Life,  or  Liberty. 

Cre.  Fall  on,  Meaner. 

Tyraerhorst  you  and  1.  mull  wheel  about 
For  nobler  Game,  the  Princefs. 

jidr.  Ah,  Traytor,  doft  thou  Ibun  me? 

Follow,  follow. 

My  brave  Companions  j  fee,  the  Cowards  fiy. 

•  Creon’s  Party  beam,  off  by  Adraftos.' 

'  ,  .  ,  ,  '  ■  ^  Enter 
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I  Enter  Oedipus. 

Oe'd.  O,  ’tis  too  little  this^  thy  lofs  of  fight. 

What  has  it  done  ?  1  fliall  be  gaz’d  at  now 

The  more  ^  be  pointed  at,  there  goes  the  Monfter?  / 

Nor  have  1  hid  my  horrodrs  from  my  felf  ^ 

For  tho’  corporeal  light  be  loft  for  ever, 

The  bright  reflcifting  Soul,  through  glaring  Opticks,  < 
Perefents  in  larger  file  her  black  Idea’s, 

Doubling  the  bloody  profpedt  of  my  Crimes : 

Holds  Fancy  down,  and  makes  her  ad  again. 

With  Wife  and  Mother,  Tortures,  Hell,  and  Furies. 

Hal  now  the  baleful  off  fpring’s  brought  to  light ! 

In  horrid  form  they  rank  themfelves  before  me  5 
What  lhall  1  call  this  Medley  of  Grea'tion  ? 

Here  one,  with  all  rh’ obedience  of  a  Son, 

Borrowing  Jocafta's  loolc,  kneels  at  my  Feet, 

And  calls  me  Father,  there  a  fturdy  Boy, 

Refembling  Lajus  juft  as  when  I  kill’d  him. 

Bears  up,  and  with  his  cold  hand  grafping  mine, 

Cries  out,  how  fares  my  Brother  Oedifns  ? 

What,  Sons  and  Brothers!  Sifters  and  and  Daughters  too  ? 
Fly  all, .  begon,  fly  from  my  whirling  brain  ^  ’ 

Hence,  Inceft,  Murder  ^  hence,  you  ghaftly  figures ' 

O  Gods!  Gods,  anfwerj  is  there  any  mean. ^ 

Let  me  go  mad,,  or  dye.,  -  ' 

Enter  Jocafta. 

^oc.  Where,  where  is  this  moll  wretched  of  maukind. 
This  ftately  Image  of  imperial  Sorrow, 

Whofe  ftory  told,  whofe  very  name  but  mention’d. 

Would  cool  the  rage  of  Feavers,  and  unlock 
The  hand  of  Luft  trom  the  pail  Virgin’s  hair. 

And  throw  the  Ravilher  before  her  feet  ? 

Oed*  By  all  my  fears,  1  think  Jocafld^i  Voice ! 

Hence  *,  fly  •,  begon :  O  thou  far  worfe  than  worft 
Of  damning  Charmers !  O  abhor’d,  loath’d  Creature ! 

Fly,  by  the  Gods,  or  by  the  Fiends,  I  charge  thee, 

Far  as  the  Eaft,  Weft,  North,  or  South  of  Heav’n*, 

But  think  not^hou  (halt  ever  enter  there : 

The  Golden  Gates  are  barf’d  with  Adamant,  ^ 
Gainftthee,  and  me^  and  theCeleftial  Guards,, 
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Still  as  we  rife,  will  da(h  our  Spirits  down. 

Jqc.  O  wretched  Pair !  O  greatly  wretched  we ! 

Two  Worlds  of  Woe!  -  . 

Oed^  Art  thou  not  gone  then  ?  ha ! 

How  darfc  thou  ftand  the  Fury  of  the  Cods  ? 

Or  com’ft  thou  in  the  Grave  to  reap  new  pleafures? 

Joe.  Talk  on  ;  till  thou  tnak’ft  mad- my  rowling  brain 
Groan  Hill  more  Dea^h  ^  and  may  thofe  difmal  foufees 
Still  bubble  on,  and  pour  forth  olood  and  teari 
Methinks  at  fuch  a  meeting,  Heav’n  flfands  flill  j 
The  Sea  nor  Ebbs,  nor  Flows :  tWs  Mole-hill  Earth 
Is  heav’d  no  more :  the  buhe  Emmets  ceafe  j 
Yet  hear  me  on— — . 

Oed.  Speak  then,  arid  Slaft  my  Soul. 

Joe.  O,  my  lovM  Lord,  tho’^l  refolve  a  Ruinc. 

To  match  my  Crimes }  by  all  my  Miferies, 

*  Fis  horrour,  worfe  than  thoufand  thoufand  deaths. 

To  fend  me  hence  without  a  kind  farewel. 

Oed.  Gods,  how  Ihe  lhakes  me.- Ray  thee,  O 
Speak  fomething  e’re  thou  gOeft  for  C^er  from  me. 

joe.,  ’Tis  Womans  weaktiersv  fUat  1  would  be  pity’d  j 
Pardon  me  then,  O  greateft,  tho^  moft  wretched. 

Of  all  thy  Kind ;  my  Soul  is  on  the  brink. 

And  fees  the  boiling  Furnace  juft  beneath: 

Do  not  thou  pufh  me  off,  arid  1  will  go 
With  fuch  a  willingnefs,  as  if  thatHeav’n 
With  all  its  glories  glow’d  for  my  reception. 

Oed.  O,  in  my  heart,  1  feel  the  pangs  of  Natuirej 
It  works  with  kindnefs  o’re;  Give,  give  me  way  j 
1  feel  a  melting  here,  a  tendernefs,  *  ' 

Too  mighty  fOf  the  anger  of  the  Gods!  .  ' 

Dired  me  to  thy  knees,  yet  oh  forbear ; " 

Left  the  dead  embers  ihould  revive,. 

Standoff - and  at  juft  diftance 

Let  me  groan  my  horrours — - ^hcre  "  ^ 

On  the  Earth,  here  blow  my  utmoft  Gale  i  ^  ' 

Here  fob  my  Sorrows,  till  1  burft  with'ftghipgl 

Here  gafp  and  Langtiiffi  out  my  wounded  Soul.  ' 

Joe.  In  fpight  of  all  tfipfe  Crimes  the  cruel  Gods 
Can  charge  me  with,  I  kno^v  my  Iriflbcence  j 
Know  yours; ’tis  Fate  alorie  chat  makes  us  wretched. 

For  you  aru  ftili  my  Husband 
Ord  Swear  1  am. 

And  Fll  believe  thee  j  ftVat  irito  thy  Arms,  " 

Renew 
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Renew  endearments,  think  ’em  no  pollutions. 

But  chafte  as  Spirits  joys :  gently  Pll  come. 

Thus  weeping  blind,  like  dewy  Night,  upon  thce^ 

And  fold  thee  foftly  in  my  Arms  to  numbers. 

{The  Chop:  p/  Lajus  afcends  by  degrees  pointing  at  Jocafta. 

Joe,  Begon,  my  Lord !  Alas,  what  are  we  doing  ? 

Fly  from  my  Arms!  Whirlwinds,  Seas,  Continents, 

And  Worlds,  divide  ns  r  O  thrice  happy  thou. 

Who  haft  no  ufe  of  Eyes  *,  for  here’s  a  fight 
Would  turn  the  melting  face  of  Mercy’s  felf 
To  a  wild  Fury. 

Oed.  Ha !  what  feeft  thou  there  ? 

Joe.  The  Spirit  of  my  Husband!  O  the  Gods! 

How  wan  he  looks ! 

Oed.  Thou  rav’ft  thy.Husband’s  here. 

Joe.  There,  there  he  mounts, 

"In  circling  fire,  amongft  the  blufhing  Clouds  I  . 

And  fee,  he  waves  from  the  Worl(F/ 

Ghofi.  Jocafiay  Oedipus,  {Fanijh  with  Thunder, 

Of What  wouldft  thou  have? 

Thou  know’ft  1  cannot  come  to  thee,  detain’d 
In  darknefs  here,  and  keprfrom  means  of  death. 

I’ve  heard  a  Spirits  force  is  wonderful  V 

At  whofe  approach,  when  ftarting  froip  his  Dungeon, 

The  Earth  does  fhake,  and  the  old  Ocean  groans, 

Rocks  are  remov’d,  and  Tow’rs  are  Thundred  down: 

And  walls  of  Brafs,  and  Gates  of  Adamant, 

Are  pafiable  as  Air,  and  fleet  like  Winds. 

Joe.  Was  that  a  Raven’s  Croak,  or  my  Son’s  Voice  ? 

No  matter  which  v  I’A  to  the  Gfave,  and  hide  me ; 

Earth  open,  or  I’ll  tear  thy  bov^els  up.  ' 

Hark !  he  goes  on,  and  blabs  |he  deed  of  Inceft. 

Oed.  Strike  then.  Imperial:  Ghoft*,  dalh  ail  at  once 
This  Houfe  of  Clay  into  a  thoufand  pieces : 

That  my  poor  lingring  Soul  may  take  her  flight 
To  your  Immortal  Dwellings. 
j'oe,  Hafte  thee  then. 

Or  1  Ihall  be  before  thee :  See,  thou  canft  not  fee  j 
Then  1  will  tell  thee  that  my  wings  are  on : 

I’ll  mount,  I’ll  fly,  and  with  a  port  Divine 
Glide  all  along  the  gaudy  Milky  foil. 

To  find  my  Lajus  out  •,  ask  every  God  *  i  .  ' 
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In  his  bright  Palacc>  if  he  knows  my  Lajus^ 

My  murder’d  Lajus ! 

Oed.  Ha  •'  how’s  this,  Jocafia  } 

Nay,  if  thy  brain  be  lick,  then  thou  art  happy. 

jfoc.  Ha!  will  you  not?  fhall  1  not  find  him  out  ? 

Will  you  not  fhow  him  ?  are  my  tears  defjpis’d  ? 

Why,  then  I’ll  Thunder,  yes,  I  will  be  mad. 

And  fright  you  with  my  cries :  yes,  cruel  Gods, 

Tho’ Vultures,  Eagles,  Dragons  tear  my  heart. 

I’ll  fnatch  Celeftial  flames,  fire  all  your  dwellings, 

Melt  down  your  golden  Roofs,  and  make  your  doors 
Of  Cryftal’flye  from  off  their  Diamond  Hinges*, 

Drive  you  all  out  from  your  Ambrofial  Hives, 

To  fwarm  like  Bees  about  the  field  of  Heav’n  *, 

This  will  1  do,  unlefs  you  fliew  me  Lajus^ 

My  dear,  my  Murder’d  Lord._  O  Lajus  /  Lajus  /  Lajus ! 

f  £a:.  Jocafta. 

Oed.  Excellent  grief !  why,  this  is  as  it  fliould  be  / 

No  Mourning  can  biE  fuitable  to  Crimes 

Like  ours,  but  what  Death  makes,  or  Madneft  forms. 

could  have  wifli’d  mCthought  for  fight  again. 

To  mark  the  gallantry  pf  her  diftraftion: 

Her  blazing  Eyes  darting  the  wandring  Stars, 

T’have  feen  her  mouth  the  Hcav’ns,  and  mate  the  Gods, 

While  with  her  Thundring  Voice  /he  menac’d  high. 

And  every  Accent  twang’d^ with  fmarting  forrow  ^  " 

But  what’s  all  this  to  thee?  t^hou  Coward  yet 
Art  living,  canfl:  not,  wilt  not  find  the  Rdad 
Tp  the  great  Palace  of  magnificent  Death  *, 

Tho’  thoufand  ways  lead  to  his  thoufand  doors. 

Which  day  and  night  are  . f|:ill  unbarr’d  for  all. 

of  Swords :  Drunfs  and  Trumfets  without, 
H?ik-  ’ti^  the  uoife  of  clafliing  Swords  I  the  found 
Comes  near;  O,  that  a  Battle  would  come  o’rc  me \  ' 

If  I  but  grafp  a  Sword  :  or  wrefl:  a  Dagger* 

I’ll  make  a  ruine  with  th^  firft  that  falls. 

Enter  Haemon,  with  Guards,.  ^ 

Seize  him,  and  bear  him  to  the  Weftern-Tow’r. 

Pardon  me,  facred  Sir -,1  am  inform’d  - 

That  Crton  has  defgns  upon  you  life  :  -  ' 

fi.givc 
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Forgive  me  then,  if,  to  preferve  you  from  him, 

1  order  your  Confinement, 

Oed,  Slaves  unhand,  me. 

I  think  tfeou  haft  a  Sword  :  ’twas  the  wrong  fide. 

Yet,  a\yt\^Hawon^  think  not  I  will  live  \ 

He  that  could  tear  his  eyes  out,  lure  can  find 
Some  defperate  way  to  ftifle  this  curft  breath  ; 

Or  if  1  ftarve !  but  that’s  a  lingring  Fate  ^ 

Or  if  I  Jeave  my  brains  upon  the  wall ! 

The  Aiery  Soul  can  cafily  b’re-fhoot 

Thofe  bounds  with  which  thou  ftriv’ft  to  pale  her  in : 

Yes,  1  will  perifti  in  defpite  of  thee  ^ 

And,  by  the  rage  that  ftirs  me,  if  I  meet  thee  '  ' 

In  the.other  World,  I’ll  curfc  thee  for  this  ufage. 

Bxm.  Tirefias^  after  him  j  and  with  your  Counfel 
Advife:him  humbly  j  Charm,  if  poflible, 

Thefe  feuds  within :  while  1  without  extipguifii. 

Or  perifti  in  th’  Attempt,  the  Furious  Creon-^ 

.That  Brand  which  fets  our  City  in  a  Flame. 

Tir.  Heav’n  profper  your  intent,  and  give  a  period 
To  all  your  Plagues:  what  old  Tirefias  can 

Shall  ftraight  be  done.  Lead,  Mantoiht  Tow’r.  \^Ex,  Tir.  Mantb. 

HAm.  Follow  me  all,  and  help  to  part  this  Fray,  {Trumpets  again. 
Or  fall  together  in  the  bloody  broil.  ,  i^Ex, 

Enter  Greon  with  Eurydice,  Pyraemon  and  his  Party  giving 

ground  to  Ad  raft  us. 

Cre,  Hold,  hold  your  Arms,  MraftusVxmc^oi  jirgos. 

Hear,  and  behold  ^  EurySeg  is  my  Prifoner. 
jidr.  What  would’ft  thou.  Hell-hound  ? 

Cre.  See  this  brandilh’d  Dagger : 
forgo  th’  advantage  which  thy  Arms  have  won. 

Or,  by  the  blood  which  trembles  through  the  heart  ' 

Of  her  whom  more  than  life  I  know  thou  lov’ft. 

I’ll  bury  to  the  haft,  in  her  fair  Breaft, 

This  Inftrument  of  my  Revenge. 

Adr.  Stay  thee,  damn’d  wretch  ;  hold,  ftop  thy  bloody  hand- 
Cre.  Give  order  then,  that  on  this  inftant  now. 

This  moment,  all  thy  Souldiers  ftraight  disband. 

Adr.  Away  my  Friends,  fince  Fate  has  fo  allotted ; 

Begon,  and  leave  me  to  the  Villain’s  mercy. 

Eur.  Ah,  my  Adraftus'  call ’em,  call ’em  back! 

Stand  there ;  come  back/  O,  cruel  barbarous  Men  / 

-K  Could 


6S  :  0  E  D  1  P  V  S. 

Could  you  then  leave  your  Lord^  your  Prince^  your  Kingi 
After  fo  bravely  Faving  fought  his  Caufc, 

To  peridi  by  the  hand  of  this  bafe  Villain  ? 

Why  rather  rulh  you  not  at  once  together  - 
All  to  his  ruine  ?  drag  him  through  the  Streets, 

Hang  his  contagious  Quarters  on  the  Gates  \ 

Nor  let  my  death  affright  you. 

Cre.  Dye  firft  thy  felf  then. ' 

O,  I  charge  thee  hold. 

Hence,  from  my  prefence  all :  he’s  not  my  Friend 

That  difobeys:  See,  art  thou  now  appeas’d  ?  {.^x,  Amndants. 

Or  is  there  ought  elfe  yet  remains  to  do 

That  can  attone  thee  ?  flake  thy  thirft  of  blood 

With  mine:  but  fave,  O  fave  that  innocent  wretch. 

Cre.  Forego  thy  Sword,  and  yield  thy  felf  my  Prifoner. 

£«r.  Yet  while  there’s  any  dawn  of  hope  to  fave 
Thy  precious  life,  my  dear  Adrafins^ 

,  Whac*e’re  thou  doft,  deliver  not  thy  Sword  ^  , 

With  that  thou  may’fl:  get  off,  -tho’  odds  oppofe  thee  r 
Forme,  O,  fear  not  ^  no,  he  dares  not  touch  mej 
His  horrid  love  will  fpafe  me.  Keep  thy  Sword  ^  i 

Left  I  be  ravifh’d  after  thou  art  flain. 

Adr.  Inftrudt  me,  Gods !  what  (hall  Adraftus  do  ? 

Cre,  Do  what  thou  wile,  when  fhe  is  dead ;  my  Spuldiers 
With  numbers  will  o*re-pow’r  thee.  Is’t  thy  wifh 
Enrydice  fhould  fall  before  thee  ? 

Adr.  Tray  tor,  no: 

Better  that  thou  and  I,  and  all  mankind ' 

Should  be  no  more.  , 

Creon.  Then  caft  thy  Sword  away, 

And  yield  thee  to  my  mercy,  oy  1  ftrike. 

Adr.  Hold  thy  rais’d  Arm  j  give  me  a  moments  paufe. 

My  Fatlier,  when  he  blcft  me,  gave  me  this  j 
My  Son,  faid  he,  let  this  be  thy  laft  refuge  ^  ^ 

If  thou  fofego’ft  it,  mifery  attends  thee :  '  \ 

Yet  Love  now  charms  it  from  me ;  which  in  all 

The  hazards  of  ray  life  I  never  loft.  ' 

’Tis  thine,  my  faithful  Sword,  myonlytruftj  ", 

Tho’  my  heart  tells  me  that  the  gift  is  fatal. 

Cre.  Fatal!  yes,  fool ilh  Love- fick  Prince,  it  lhall: 

Thy  arrogance,  thy  fcorn,  / 

My  wounds  remembrance, 

Turn  all  at  once  the  fatal  point  upon  thee.  , 

Tyramon^  to  the  Palace,  difpatch 
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The  King :  hang  Hamon  up,  for  he  is  Loyal, 

And  wiD  oppofe  me:  Gome,  Sir,  are.  you  ready  ? 

Mr,  Yes,  Villain,  for  what  ever  thou  canft  dare. 

Ear,  Hold,  Creo»,  or  through  me,  through  me  you  woufld. 

Mr.  Off,  Madam,  or  we  perifh  both  ^  behold 
I’m  not  unarm’d,  my  Ponyard’s  in  my  hand : 

Therefore  away.  , 

Eur.  I’ll  guard  your  life  with  mine. 

Cre.  Dye  both  then ;  there  is  now  no  time  for  dallying. 

^urydice, 

Eur.  Ah,  Prince,  farewell !  farewell,  my  dear  Mmfths. 

.  Unheard  of  Monfter/ eldeft  born  of  Hell ! 

Down,  to  thy  Primitive  Flames.  {Stabs  Creon, 

Cre,  Help,  Souldiers,  help  ; 

Revenge  me. 

Mr,  More  \  yet  more :  a  thoufand  wounds ! 

I’ll  ftamp  thee  ftill,  thus,  to  the  gaping  Furies. 

CAdraftus/*//^,  hiW'dby  the  Souldiers^ 

Enhr  Hasmon,  Guards with  Alcander  and  Pyracmdn  bound : 

4he  jiJJaJJins  are  driven  off', 

O  Hamon,^  I  am  flain  ^  nor  need  I  name 

The  inhumane  Author  of  all  Villanies^  ^  ; 

There  he  lyes  gapping.  , 

Cre.  If  I  muft  plunge  in  Flames,  '  ■ 

Burn  firft  my  Arm  •,  bafe  Inftrument,  unfit 
To  a^l  the  dictates  of  my  daring  mind ; 

Burn,  burn  for  ever,  O  weak  fubftitute 

Of  that,  the  God,.  Ambition.  {Dyesl 

Mr.  She’s  gone  ^  O  deadly  marks-man,  in  the  heart ! 

Yet  in  the  pangs  of  death  Ihe  grafps  my  hand ; 

Her  lips  too  tremble,  as  if  flie  would  fpeak 

Her  laft  Farewell.  O,  thy  fall 

Is  great ;  and  nobly  now  thougoelb  attended  1  ' 

They  talk  of  Heroes,  and  Celeftial  beauties. 

And  wondrous  pleafurcs  in  the  other  World  j 
Let  me  but  find  her  there,  I  ask  no  more. 

Enter  a  Captain  ro  Hsemon :  voith  Tjrfefias  and  Manto. 

*  I  '  ' 

Cay.  O,  Sir,  the  Queen  Jocaffa^  fwift  and  wild, 

As  a  robb’d  Tygrefs  bounding  o’re  the  Woods, 

•  '  K  2  Hai 
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Has  aifled  Murders  that  amaze  Mankind : 

In  twilled  Gold  1  faw  her  Daughters  hang  “ 

On  the  Bed  Royal;  and  herlitcle  Sons- 

Stabb’d  through  the  brealls  upon  the  bloody  Pillows. 

Ham.  Relentlefs  Heavens  !  is  then  the  Fate  of  Lajns 
Never  to  be  Aton’d  ?  How  facred  ought 
Kings  lives  be  held,  when  but  the  Death  of  one 
Demands  an  Empire’s  blood  for  Expiation  ? 

But  fee !  the  furious  mad  Jocafia^s  heror- 

Scene  Draws^  and  difcovers  Jocafta  by  her  Womens  andfiab^d 
in  many. f  laces  of  her  bofomj  her  hair  diJhevePd.f  her  Children 
fain  upon  the  Bed. 

Was  ever  fuch  a  fight  of  fo  much  horrour. 

And  pity,  brought  to  view ! 

Joe.  Ah,  cruel  Women  ! 

Will  you  not  let  me  take  my  lall  farewell  - 
Of  thofc  dear  Babes  ?  O  let  me  run  and  feal 
My  melting  Soul  upon  their  bubling  wounds  I 
I’ll  print  upon  their  Coral  mouths  fuch  KilTes, 

As,  lhall  recall  their  wandring  Spirits  home.  \  .  ' 

Let  me  go,  let  me  go,  or  I  will  tear  you  piece-meal. 

Help,  Hamon^  help:' 

Help  Oedipus help,  Gods;  Jocafta  Dyes. 

'  --  J 

Enter  Oedipus  above. 

s 

Oed.  I’ve  found  a  Window,  and  J  thank  the  Gods 
’Tis  quite  unbarr’d  fure  by  the  diftant  noife. 

The  height  will  fit  my  Fatal  purpofe  well. 

Joe,  What  hoa,  my  Oedipus^  fee  where  he  Hands ! 

His  groping  Ghoftds  loiig’d  upon  a  Tow’r, 

Nor  can  it  find  the  Road :  Mount,  mount  my  Soul; 

ril  wrap  thy  fhivering  Spirit  in  Lambent  Flames  I  and  fo  we’il  fail : 

But  fee!  we’re  landed  on  the  happy  Coaft ;  '  ^ 

And  all  the  Golden  Strands  are  cover’d  o’re  // 

With  Glorious  Gods,  that  come  to  try  our  Caufe  : 

Jove,^  Jove^  wjiofe  Majefty  mow  finks  me  down. 

He  who  himfelf  burns  in  unlawful  fires, 

Shall  judge,  and  lhall  acquit  us.  O,  ’tis  done  y. 

^Tis  fixl  by  Fate,  upon  Record  Divine  : 

And  lhall  now  be  ever  mine.  l,Dyes* 

Oed.  Speak,  //-ewo;? what  has  Fate  been  doing  there  ? 

What  dreadful  deed  has  mad  Jocafia  done  ? 

Ham.  The  Queen  her  felf,  and  aU  your  wretched  Off  Ipring, 

Are  by  her  Fury  (lain. 

Oed, 
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Oid,  Byall  mywoes^  ^ 

She  has  out-done  me,  in  Revenge  and  Murder  j 
And  I  ihould  envy  ^ler  the  fad  applaufe : 

But,  Oh !  my  Children  i  Oh,  what  have  they  done  ? 

This  was  not  like  the  mercy  of  the  Heay’ns, 

To  fet  her  madnefs  on  fuch  Cruelty : 

This  ftirs  me  more  than  all  my  fuferings. 

And  with  my  laft  breath  I  mult  call  you  Tyrants. 

H^m.  What  mean  you.  Sir  ? 

Oed,  Jocafta  /  lo,  I  come. 

O  La}usy  Labdams^  and  all  you  Spirits 
Of  the  Cadmean  Race,  prepare  to  meet  me. 

All  weeping  rang’d  along  the  gloomy  Shore ; 

Extend  your  Arms  t’  embrace  me  •,  for  1  come  j  i 

May  all  the  Gods  too  from  their  Battlements 
Behold  and  wonder  at  a  Mortals  daring  ^ 

And,  when  I  knock  the  Goal  of  dreadful  death, 

Shout  and  applaud  me  with  a  clap  of  Thunder  : 

Once  more,  thus  wing’d  by  horrid  Fate,  1  come 
Swift  as  a  falling  Meteor ;  lo,  I  flye. 

And  thus  go  downwards,  to  the  darker  Sky. 

[Thfwder.  Ht  flings  himfelf  front  the  Window^. 
The  Thtbzvti  gather  about  his  Bctdy, 

Hamon,  O  Prophet,  Oedipus  is  now  no  more  ! 

O  curs’d  Effect  of  the  molt  deep  Defpair  ! 

Oed.  Ceafe  your  Complaints,  and  bear  his  body  hencff: 

The  dreadful  fight  will  daunt  the  drooping  Thebans.^ 

Whom  Heav’n  decrees  to  raife  with  Peace  and  Glory : 

Yet  by  thefe  terrible  Examples  warn’d, 

The  facred  Fury  that  Alarms  the  World, 

Let  none,  tho’  ne’re  fo  Virtuous,  Great,  and  High, 

Be  judg’d  entirely  blelt  before  they  Dye. 
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I 

WHAX  Sophocles  cohU  undertake  akne^ 

Our  Poets  found  a  Work  for  more  than  one ; 

And  therefore  Two  t'ay  tugging  at  the  fiieee,  .. 

With  all  their  forces  to  draw  the  pondroi^s  Mafs  from  Greece. 
A  weight  that  bent  evn  Senaca’s  flrong  Muje^ 

And  which  Corneille  j  Shoulders  did  refufe. 

So  hard  it  is  th'  Athenian  t^  flringl 
So^  much  two  Confuls  yield  to  one  juft  King. 

Terr  our  and  pity  this  whole  Poem  /way  5  ' 

The  mightiiji  Machines  that  can  mount  a  Play  .5 
How  heavy  will  thofe  Vulgar  Souls  hy  found, 

Whom  two  fuch  Engines  cannot  move  from  grounds 
When  Greece  and  Rome  have  JmiPd  upon  this  Birth^ 

Ton  can  hut  Damn  for  one  poor  fpot  of  Earth: 

And  when  your  Chjldren  find  yaur  judgment  fuch,  y 
Theyll [corn  their  Sires^  and  wijh  themfelves  horn  Dutch  | 
Each  haughty  Poet  will  infer  wHh  eafe^  ,  )• 

How  much  his  Wit  mujl  under-write  to  pleafe. 

As  fame  Jlrong  Churle  would  hrandifhing  advance 
The  monumental  Sword  that  conepuerd  JFrance  5 
So  you  hy  judging  this,  your  judgments^ teach 
Thus  far  you  like,  that  is  thus  far  you  reach. 

Since  then  the  Vote  of  full  two  Thoufand  years 
Has  Crown  d  this  Plot,  and  all  the  Dead  are  theirs  \ 

Think  it  a  Debt  you  pay,  not  Alms  you  give. 

And  in  your  own  defence,  let  this  Play  live. 

Think  'em  not  vain,  when  Sophocles  is  fhown  '. 

To  praife  his  worth,  they  humbly  doubt  their^wn, 

Tet  as  weak  States  each  others  powr  ajftire^  ' 

Weak  Poets  hy  Conjunflion  are  fecure. 

Their  Treat  is  what  your  Pallats  relifh  mofl, 
charm !  Song !  and  Show !  a  Murder,  and  a  Ghofi ! 

We  know  not  what  you  can  defire  or  hope. 

To  pleaft  you  more,  hut  burning  of  a 
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